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Lady SEYMOUR to Mrs. VERNON. 


Harefield Caftle, May 15 9— 


AFTER a melancholy journey of 
two tedious days, I once more behold 
the deep ſolitudes” of Hareſield 
Caſtle. I cannot deſcribe the mourn- 
ful variety of ſenſations that occupied 
Yor. I. B my 


— — 


zeal to render himſelf amiable, was 
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my mind during the progreſs of my 
baniſhment. The roads, for the laſt 
ſeventy miles, were intolerable ; the 
inns little better ; the weather ſtormy ; 
and the old family coach a flying dun- 
geon, replete with all forts of mi— 
ſeries. 


Sir Charles, to whoſe caprice I am 
thus obliged to ſubmit, with his uſual 


dumb the whole of the firſt day; on 
the ſecond, he ſlept the hours away; 
and if a ſudden jolt for a moment in- 
terrupted his delicious ſlumber, his 
half-uttered complaints called down 
vengeance on the children of diſſipa- 
tion, and pictured (not 1n the ſoft lan- 
guage of poliſhed enthuſiaſm) the dear 
ſcenes of delight from which I am 
barbarouſly condemned to ſeparate for 

fix 


8 


* 
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ſix long months. Is it not ſhocking, 
my dear Emily, that a woman of my 
ſoul, ſhould thus be torn from the 
world, and half her days, wither away 
in apathy, merely becauſe ſhe is wed- 
ded to a man, who has not ſpirit to 
enjoy the delights of ſociety? You 
have promiſed to alleviate my miſe- 
ries; when will you come ? 


I have juſt had a glimpſe of the ſur- 
rounding beauties of nature, and am al- 
ready ſickening at their view. How 
ſincerely do I pity the being, whoſe vi- 
liated taſte can prefer the broad glare 
of day to the ſoft and favouring rays 
of artificial light; one may as well be 
ſeen through a teleſcope, as by the 
horrid luſtre of a ſummer fun, I wiſh 
there was no ſuch thing as day, and 
that fleep never ſtole thoſe delifÞipus 
B 2 hours 
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hours which every woman of ſpirit 
knows ſo well how to employ. 


| Sir Charles ſays the country is de- 
| lightful, the proſpects from the Caſtle 
luxuriantly beautiful! Until he can 
make me ſee them with his eyes, he 
muſt pardon me if I differ in opinion. 
If I liked mountains and rivulets, and 
woods, and caſcades, could I not 
have them painted and hung up in my 
houſe ? they would appear quite as 
charming, and would have the addi- 
tional merit of being the ſame. at all 
ſeaſons: for autumn is inſupportable, 
[ it warns one of declining beauty! and 
| winter, oh, winter ! perpetually re- 
minds me of Sir Charles! 


—_—— —L—L —— 


= 
* 


[ Adieu, my dear Emily; pray tell 
l the world that my retirement is the re- 
ſult 
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ſult of choice ; for I ſhould expire, if 
any body thought me capable of obey- 
ing my huſband. 


Ever faithfully your's, 


FRANCES SEYMOUR. 


B 3 LE T- 
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LL I&K Us 


Sir CHARLES SEYMOUR r Lord 
WooDLEY. 


Harefield Caſtle, May 179 — 


Mr dear Woodley, congratulate 
me on my arrival at Harefield; after 
many days (and nights I had almoſt 
ſaid, but that ſuch a period is ſcarcely 
known in the whirl of time,) of 
perſuaſion, reaſoning, and ſometimes 
authoritative opinion, I have had the 
good fortune once more to bring Lady 
Seymour to this delightful retirement; 
ſhe is but little reconciled to the change 
of ſcene, and I muſt expect, for ſome 
days to come, all the mournful ſymp- 
toms of a giddy, impatient mind, 

ſtruggling 
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ſtruggling under the conſtraint of an 
abhorred obedience. But as I do not 
wiſh to puniſh her too ſeverely, I ſhall 
hope to ſee my friends during the ſum- 
mer, among whom] truſt Lord Wood- 
ley will be the earlieſt. 


Lady Seymour 1s as well as can be 
expected, and, I hope—l * 
quite 2 


Farewel, my dear Lord, 
Your's ever, 


CHARLES SEYMOUR» 


B 4 LE T- 
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LETTER III. 


Lord WooDLEY fo Sir C. SEYMOUR. 


May Fair, May 179— 
N EVER let it be ſaid that miracles 
are out of date, or that a woman is 
omnipotent in her power to rule, 
Lady Seymour at Harefield! and the 
town ſtill full of alluring ſcenes, faro 
tables, aſſemblies, to ſay nothing of 


Ranelagh, the opening beauties of 


Kenſington, the enſuing birth day, 
and the morning lounge of St. James's 


ſtreet. 


You are a moſt unreaſonable fel- 
. Lf. 
low, that is certain, to tear from 
| 7 . 
the enamoured world ſo faſcinating 


a WO. 
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2 woman! what are your pretenſions, 
that you ſhould engroſs ſo much 
beauty, and lock up in ſolitude a trea- 
fare of ſuch ineftimable value? Yet 
you are right; compaſhon for man- 
Find in general influences your ac- 

tions, and every ſuſceptible heart will 
applaud your humanity. - Lady Sey- 


5 mour, the moſt exemplary of wives, 
is truly happy in having ſo conſiderate 
. a huſband ! I ſhall ſee you next month 
- in all the faſcinating luxuries of ruſti- 
ö cated ſplendor. Your temple of Arca- 
dia would make a monk doat on ſe- 


cluſion; though, perhaps, the god- 
deſs that preſides there, might ſoon 
compel him to acknowledge that he 
was no anchoret. What a murderous 
collection of lilies and roſes is Lady 
Seymour cheriſhing for the frozen 
month of December! She will be a 
perfect bouquet, gem'd with the tears 

-of 
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of deſpairing enamoratoes. What, 
and to whom am I writing ?—to the 
huſband of Lady Seymour ! But you 
know, my dear Sir Charles, I am 
your friend, and moſt truly Pami de la 
maiſon. 


WooDLEY. 


LETTER 
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LETTER I” 


Mrs. VERNON fo Lady SEYMOUR. 
Stratford Place, May 1 83 
Yer 8, my dear Seymour, I do 


commiſerate your ſufferings, and 
wonder at your meekneſs: but pity 
is the moſt invidious offering of friend- 
ſhip; humbling the object 1t appears 
to conſole, and making the miſeries 
of life more inſupportable than they 
otherwiſe would be, by ſhewing us 
our own infignificance, - What ſhall 
[ ſay to mitigate your woes, and bathe 
your wounds ? 1 love you too well to 
deſpite your ſervility, and I think too 
highly of your underſtanding to ſup- 
poſe you will ſhrink under the ſeve- 


4 rity 
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rity of your fate. Yet had I ſuch a 
tyrant !——We are ſtill, all life, in 
this vortex of ſupreme delight. Laſt 
night at Mrs. Tankerville's you were 
the ſubject of univerſal converſation. 
* Gone! what, ſo early! while the 
town is full! what can it mean? 
© Nothing has happened in the fa- 
© mily, I hope—poor woman! well, 
e ſhe is a very patient mortal, that is 
tc true, to wear the leading ſtrings 
| * with ſo much reſignation : perhaps 
finances were rather impaired by the 
« Jaſt winter's ill luck; the is cer- 
e tainly a bewitching creature, if ſhe 
* would not be ſo fond of that ſtupid > 
animal, Sir Charles.” Such, I am 4 
ſorry to ſay, were the comments of I 
your friends. You are adored in the 
circles of faſhion ; it would be treaſon 
not to think you a perfect divinity ! 
Write 


„„ 


PICTURE OF MODERN TIMES. 13 


Write to me, and tell me how you 
contrive to pals the tedious melan- 
choly hours; I think I ſee you fluſhed 
with the coarſe glow of nature, trip- 
ping along the green turf, the very 
goddeſs of the ſylvan ſolitudes, and 
all the appendages of flowing treſſes; 
roſeate garlands, crooks, lambkins, 
woods, lawns, mountains, and rivu- 
lets, dance in ſweet confuſion before 
my delighted imagination. Shall I 
ſend you ſome books? Pamela, Wer- 
ter, Les Malheurs de V Inconſtance, 
or Les Liaſons Dangereuſes. I fhall 
be enraptured to afford ſome light 
traits to the ſweet ſobriety of your em- 
bowered habitation ; which, however, 
ſcarcely requires them, if Sir Charles 
1s as /ively as ever. I am going to 
Lady Allford's—the whole world will 
be there. Time will not allow me 
the charming reveries with which he 

2 _ indylges 
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indulges my ſweet ſentimental Sey- 
mour. 


Therefore, adieu! be comforted ! 
Patience is the firſt of all virtues. 


Ever your's, 


AMELIA VERNON, 


— 
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LET LE Be 


Lord WooDLEY to Mr. How anp. 
May Fair, June 179— 


Tur moment of anguiſh is that in 
which we naturally fly to the boſom of 
friendſhip. Do not laugh at the ſo- 
lemnity with which I begin my letter, 
but call to my aid all that invention 
which muſt be ſtored up in a mind like 
thine, inquiſitive, enlightened, and 
harmonized by long experience. 


Now, attend, and give me all the 
counſel ] require. I am neither going 


| to wed, or commit ſuicide ; but I am 


preparing to purſue a phantom of de- 
light that dazzles, and, like the ignis 
fatuus 
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fatuus, miſleads me every hour with 
the luſtre of ſuperlative beauty. You 
are a valetudinarian ; but you have 
had your delicious holyday of youth, 
and revelled in the bowers of lux- 


ury, till time began to nip their faireſt 


foliage. 


A truce to ſarcaſm; and now, Love, 
thou god of rapture ! blind, incom- 
prehenſible, and moſt capricious deſ- 
pot over the weak hearts of mortals, 
I lay all my former trophies at thy 
feet, and with the ſage inſtruction of 
my worthy Mentor, ſally forth the very 
Quixote of modern times, reſolving 
to obtain my Dulcinea, or periſh in 
the enterprize. 


Howard, thou mayeſt perceive al- 
ready I am the moſt wretched, loſt, 
forſaken 
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forſaken wight that ever adorned the 
pages of romance ; but thou ſhalt not 
laugh at me, or * by this hand,“ 
by this hand, I ſwear—l will never 
write to thee again upon the ſubject. 


Lady Seymour! does not the mu- 
ſic of her name vibrate on thy torpid_ 
imagination? Does not ſome inſtinc- 
tive tumult tell thee to bow with Per- 
ſian adoration to the ſun that illumines 
all my proſpects of rapture? Do not 
deny it; J am inſpired when I think of 
her; and Ibou art enraptured, I knozy 
thou art, and therefore worthy of my 
confidence. 


% 


She is gone, gone into the wilds of 
Devonſhire, with her moſt ſtupid huſ- 
band. I will not flatter her vanity by 
following her immediately; yet ſepa- 

Vol. I. C ration 
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ration is pie than death,! I am tired- 
of the {miles, the kindneſſes of Mrs. 
Vernon; and ſhe is grown more diſa- 
greeable of late, for daring to eſteem 
one, who feels conſcious of not deſer- 
ving her good opinion ; ſhe has had 
her day, and muſt yield to ſuperior 
beauty. TI believe I am a moſt un- 
principled monſter; but conſcience 
only tells me ſo, for no human being 
dares reproach me. 


Shall I follow Lady Seymour ? 
hall I break my engagements to my 
pretty widow, and ſeduce the wife of 
my friend ? Shall I by an honourable 
action, lay in a ſtore of valuable reflec- 
tions, or by a momentary gratification 
triumph over the vanity of one wo- 
man, and plunge another in the ex- 
tremity of diſhonouy? Away with 
theſe 


PICTURE or MODERN TIMES. Ig 
| 3 theſe heſitating, moralizing ſentiments. 
. Howard, I will wait the arrival of thy 
TJ fetter, and 1 ſwear, by my ſword, to 
2 * 2 . * „ , AS, 3179 
m cobey its injunctions— / I lte them. 
ad 4 | Adieu, 
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LETTER. VI. 


Lady SEYMOUR'to Mrs, VERNON. 


Harefield, June 179— 


I AM half angry with you ; what a 
letter have I juſt received! Is it thus 
you pour conſolation into the boſom of 
a wounded ſpirit ? Is it by painting the 
pleaſures of Elyfinm, that you endea- 
vour to reconcile a wretch to the gloom 
of a cavern? Yet for once I pardon 
you, though you ſo little deſerve it 
and in return for your more than inhu- 
man pleaſantry, will give you a ſhort 
detail of my morning's adventure. 


” o l 


Being 


IT 
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Being ſtupefied with the wretched 
ſameneſs ot yeſterday, I retired to my 
ſolitary bed. at twelve o'clock! In 
vain did I endeavour to cloſe my eyes; 
I expected every moment to lee all the 
race of the Seymours gliding round 
my chamber ! Every harmleſs mouſe 
nibbling behind the wainſcot made 
me tremble with terror; the houſe- 
dog barking in the great court yard, 
alarmed me with the dread of a ban- 
ditti; and an ill-omened owb that had 
iixed his habitation in one of the tur. 
rets, merely to torment e, filled my 
ſoul with: all the horrors: of Otranto. 
At fix o'clock, my natural hour of re- 
pole, I was prevented cloſing my 
acinng eyes, by the odious twittering 
of the birds, and the intolerable rays 
olcheſun obtruding themſelves through 
the holes in the window ſhutters. Con- 


vinced, that to reſt was impoſſible, at 


C2 {ſeven 
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ſeven I quitted my miſerable pillow, 
which had been turned and pummel- 
led at leaſt a thouſand times during my 
night of horror. I ordered breakfaſt 
(for there was none prepared, my ap- 
pearance not being expected till eleven 
o'clock,) but I could neither eat or 
drink! I ſhall certainly die if this bar- 
barity continues! I tried to touch my 
plant forte; the firſt ſong I opened in 
my muſic book was, „Adieu thou 
* Dreary Pike;” I ventured to open 
a ſecond, which preſented that ſtupid 
old ditty, Ze fair married Dames; 
a third, „or Tenderneſs' form d; 
and a fourth, “ Mary's. Lamentation.“ 
This was too provoking I then tried 
to amuſe myſelf with painting a fire- 
fereen I began laſt ſummer : it was 
nearly finiſned; there found “ Pen- 
ce ſze's, London Pride, od man, 
withered laurels, and myrtle, twining 
F in 
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in a ſentimental wreath, the emblems 
of mortality. It was quite inipeſſible 
to paint a 180 leaf! 


I then, as the laſt reſource, flew to 
my little library, and involuntarily 
directed my eyes towards Rowſſeau's 
© Feloiſe,” — © the Italian Nun,” — 
« the Vidtim of Senfivility,” — and 
© the Errors of Education.” I turned 
haſtily from the treaſures of mental ac- 
quirements ; for what had 1 todo with 
{uch pedantic nonſenſe? and reſolved 
to try if the proſpects of nature could 


harmoniſe my mind, by: this tine al- 


moſt tormented to frenzy. Therefore, 


in my robe de chambre, with, my hair 


flowing in negligent diſorder, I quitred 
the manſion of deſpair and entered the 
park; the; ruſties J met viewed me 


ow aſtoniſhment; poor m_ they 


Cd - were 
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were not accuſtomed to behold ſuch 
objects. | 


Thus loſt in thought, ] wandered 
more than a mile along the road lead- 
ing to the park, when to my great 
amazement I diſcovered, ſurrounded 
with trees, a ſmall cottage, formerly 
the reſidence of our old game keeper, 
but which laſt ſummer had nearly run 
to ruin. I was ſurpriſed to ſee it newly 
thatched, painted, and adorned with 
eglantine and roſe trees; the little 
garden before it gaily decorated with 


flowers, and every part embelliſhed 
with the moſt elegant ſimplicity. 


A fort of timid aſtoniſhment chained 
my feet, when, as I ſtood admiring the 
change, I heard the ſound of muſic; 
* armen appeared to be the 
ET | | harp, 
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harp, and the vibrations of the chords 
delicately touched, were accompanied 
by a ſweetly plaintive voice; I ad- 
vanced gently towards the door, but 
the ſound ſuddenly ceaſed. A thou- 
ſand ſtrange ideas ruſhed into my 
mind. At one time I reſoived, know- 
ing it muſt be ſome obſcure romantic 
lady, to gratify my curioſity ; but the 
impulſe was checked by the interpoſi- 
tion of bien ſcance; and, though a 
woman, I was content to ſulpend my 
inquiries until my return to the Caſtle. 
I am, however, conſoled by this ad- 
venture, becauſe it convinces me that 
I am not the! only mournful* being in 
this dreadiul obſcurity, 
Now, at leaſt, I have a right to 
puniſh you, for your laſt taunting let- 
. 60 awvakened your cu- 
VID I rioſity 


= 26 THE WIDOW, oR A 


| 

; ; : 

1 rioſity, teach you the virtue of pa- 
| tience. 1 
| | Adieu, my dear Emily, 4 


0 Believe me your's, 


FRANCES SET xOR. 
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LETTER VII. 


Mr. HOWARD to Lord WooDLEY. 


Bath, June 179 


Yo U aſk my advice, at the ſame 
moment you reſolve to follow the dic- 
rates of your own heart. My dear 
Lord, this is no new ſyſtem; I have 
not toiled through thirty years of ob- 
ſervation, without knowing that the 
human mind is always timid under the 
influence of its evil genius, and too 
frequently endeavours to facrifice at 
the ſhtine of folly, under the ſpecious 
ſanction of the approbation of friend- 
ſhip; diveſt yourſelf of that hope in 


the preſent inſtance, and know that 1 


abhor 
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abhor your ſentiments, and ſhudder at 
your plan of unprincipled ſeduction. 
Neither is Lady Seymour exactly the 
divinity you paint her; ſhe is a 
| coquet by nature, and a ſlave to her 
| inſatiable paſſion for univerſal con- 
queſt ; yet, remember, her huſband 
is your friend! Mrs. Vernon is a ſti]] 
} more dangerous perſonage ; practiſed 
{21 in the arcana of faſhionable dominion, 


. ſhe aims at an cternal bondage, in 

| which a man of your inconſtant diſpo- 

1 ſition will conſume exiſtence, unpi— 

ſl} tied, and without the hope of emanci- 
pation, 


You are yet unacquainted with your 
own heart; you think it is formed only 
[19 for rapture, and capable of unlimited 
f participation; that women are always 
| what they ſeem, and men born to 
| adore them juſt as long as convenience 
or 


— at — nr 
— 
— 
_ = « 
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or fancy dictates. The ſhrine at which 
you kneel, before which you now 
pour forth the fervent ſighs of adora- 
tion, is the mere tinſel fane of faſhion, 
its idol a vain imperious mortal, to 
gain whoſe benediction you muſt offer 
all the incenſe of lattery and falſehood, 
and, by whoſe ſeverity you will indure 
the penance of many a tedious hour, if 


not an inevitable martyrdom, 


Lou defired my opinion; you have 
it; now, my Lord, make yourſelf 
worthy of my friendſhip, or tell me 
for the laſt time you are reſolved to be 
wretched, 


A FEpwWARD HowaRD. 
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Lord Wool Ex to Lady SEYMOUR, 


May Fair, Fane 179— 3 y 
BW 
An, Madam! is it thus you forge I , 
fetters for your ſlaves, lead them to 
the margin of a precipice, and there 
leave them, either to plunge into the il \ 
abyſs of deſpair, or by returning, en- . 
counter all the miſeries of a lingering WF . 
jeſtruction! I do: lain: 4 
deſtruction o- not complain; Wl , 
agony 1 may ſuffer, but my patience | | 
. 80 | 1 
ſhall be as exemplary as my pangs are \ 
infinite.” * 2205 3 | 
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Sir Charles ! happy, favoured mor- 
tal! how I abhor his name; but, Ma- 
dam, he is dear to you, and I muſt 
learn to reſpect him. You are en- 
joying in that once dreary foreſt, 
which your preſence now renders a ter- 
reſtial paradiſe, all the delicious recol- 
lections of recent conqueſts ; you are 
counting your trophies ;. would to hea- 
ven, that which you have wreſted 
from my boſom, could, by exciting a 
tear, become immortal! 


Am I permitted to viſit Harefield ?. 
Will you be difpleaſed to. know that 
all the reſt of the univerſe, though de- 
corated with the proudeſt gifts of na- 
ture, would become a deſart in com- 
pariſon with the gothic priſon which 
you are condemned to inhabit? If, 
io any other woman I might venture to 

finiſh: 
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Ce. ZT aft! INK Th © 4p $4. fg 
finiſh the ſentence ; but you com- 
mand that J mould ſuffer and be 
ſilent. 
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LETTER IX. 


A's. VERNON r Lady SEYMOUR. 


Stratford Place, June 179. 


You are completely revenged, my 
dear Lady Seymour : I am upon the 
rack of curiofity ; what a ſweet inte- 
reſting outline have you drawn! Now, 
if your incognita ſhould prove but to- 
lerably handſome, you may, io amuſe 
yourſelf, and divert your ſufferings, 
begin a romance that will rival all the 
labours of Cervantes. 


I received this morning a letter from 
Lord Woodley ; he leaves town to- 
morrow for three weeks, but where 

Vor. I. D he 
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he is going, or for what purpoſe, is 
cautiouſly, concealed. After fix 
months trial of his conſtancy, I am 
not very uneaſy at his departure, yet 
I ſhould like to know—I mean 1 
ſhould ke to let bim know what is 
doing in this buſy ſcene during his 
ablence. 


I chink he is very much changed of 
late, and grown very penſive; if I did 
not intend to be his, to © love, honour, 
and obty,” I ſhould fay very ftupid ; 
but I know that huſbands often make 
us poor women ſuffer, after marriage, 
for the impertinences of courtſhip; 


and the puniſhment of reproach is 


doubly provoking, when there is no 
creditable means of eſcaping from 
it, You, my dear ſober friend, 
have no cauſe to confeſs the truth of 
this remark ;. you are bleſt with a moſt 

1 LCD 


ta 


18 
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extraordinary huſband, and 'your do- 
meſtic happineſs is become quite-pro- 
verbal, | | 

Yet this tormenting Woodley, 
where can he poſſibly be going not 
that I care; I only think where there 


is myſtery, there is generally miſchief : 


tell me your opinion, and believe me, 
ever | K Av! 
*. SR TIED, i'm tarts 
Your s, fincerely, 


1:1 \ AMELIA- VERNON; 


N I : ! 
* 4 


3G 2 wo, ol ip? 
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| | [| hal May Fairy Fane 179— b- 
ll} 1 . 
HY By 0 
111i | RAVISSIMO, my flint-hearted 
| | old. Stoic! Ten thouſand thanks for N 
1 1 excellent advice, Which 1 moſt 4 
hit devoutly mean — nor to ſollow! To | 
[ 1 relinquiſh Lady Seymour would be ; 
i madneſs! I ſhould be, tried by a court- - 
. martial of, lovers, condemned by the ) 
2005 c 
vozaries, of pleaſure, and "be for ever 1 
iruck off from, the, rolls of gallantry, x 
To let ſuch a "roſe eſcape me, becauſe ö 
i 3s encircled with the 7 thorns of re- 
pentance.; 0 1 into an icicle by . 


tlie 


y A 9 (? 
* _ 


PICTURE OF MODERN, FIMES. , 37 


the cold breath of apathy, while the 
ſun of beauty beams around me Oh, 


frenzy ! folly —— folly ! 
d'4 8 a 4. 1 


« ]'ll have her, but ru not keep her long. 


So ſays Shakeſpeare, ' and be Was a 
very exquiſite Judge of the OY 
heart. Were not women created for 
our amuſement ? does not. the port 
ſay, © We had been brutes withour 
« them 2” and does not Chelterfield 
declare, that married women are the 
beſt gouvernantes for a young man of | 
faſhion ? Or if you think tlie conſci- 
ence of a modern Scipio does not 
countenance. ſuch a doctrine, what is 
your opinion 'of Solomon; David, and 


0 2 Mr 21 
the other heroes of arulqulty F | i 
18330 + M7 . 2555 * 4 1715 33! ( 
8 * 


* to in one included Lonldwed 
your 2 dvice, (no ſinall Proof r my 
D 3 conde- 
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condeſcenſion) for I have given up 
one of my enchantreſſes, broke her 
ſpells, and bid defiance to ber venge- 
ance. The widow 1s facrificed ; ſhe 
has entirely worn out the fetters of 
Cupid : I have therefore made my 
tony? rather abruptly ; mais, tres Jon- 
netement ! 


Vou will ſay ſhe is tlie boſom friend 
of Lady Seymour, and it will be dan- 
gerous*to. irritate her; there you are 
miſtaken': Mrs. Vernon's vanity will 
keep her; ſilent ſhe would be an 
ideot, indeed, to blazen her own diſ- 
grace; women very frequently con- 
Ceal the inſults they receive, rather 
than expoſe themſelves to th ridieule 
of their rivals; andcone; Ver break - 
ing his matrimohial engagement, is thè 
certain means of 'deftroying thie proſ- 
a of another alliance. As for Lady 

. * Seymour, 


PICTURE-OF MODERN TIMES. 39 


Seymour, ſhe is too prudent to boaſt 
of my attachment; her huſband is 
jealous, and the Knows I am no row» 
ard. A domeſtic fracas is always an 
impolitic meaſure ; Sir Charles is a 
man of ſenſe, and knows that women 
will be women ; befides, he is de- 
voted to Lady Allford, and as .his 
caſe will not be ſingular, I think be 
will have too much ee to act 
unfalhuonabiy. 

Thus I ſail upon the broad ogean of 
delight. Hape is my cempanion; 
nor do fear che ſtorms of fate, or dhe 
quickſands i-: repentantce : yet ofthis - 
he aſſured. my dear Howard, I will . 
never have a Cynic fer my pilot, leſt 
} ſhould: Gath on the rocks of, diſap- 


Toigtmente e R. „ (tl C'LKILOR #7! a 220% 
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DURA OY Send Iemadds 
my gruteſul acknowledgements. From 
the vitamenſity of 1 your! ινπνe ocou- 


(claim: of fotendflilp are forgotten 
Lam nt oft humour with all che world: 


_ Winodley has Hen gonartheley three 


days, and no intelligenceditained-ei- 
ther, f, bis rorte ox bis intentions. I 
have a great inclination to participate 
with you the delights of ſecluſion! To 
* notes of the divine 
Tor the ſoft warblings of the 


night- 
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nightingale ! the brilliant ball-room 
for the ſoothing beams of the riſing 
moon ! the enlivening cancert for the 
murmuripgs of 2 rivalet+and the 
downy couch of. luxurious indolence 
for, the ſweet ;piHow of the ,enamelled 
turf! Upon my word I am already a 
novicigte, and expect ſoon to become a 
perfect a ithin the ivied walls of 
Havefield GaBle. - L have determined 
in my own mind, that Woodley; does 
not explain his conduct beiore ahe ein 
ß three days, I will ſtall his danife- 
neun dor aver WIH Rt:do y think of 
tmyo teſolution d Pell me mycrdear 
Lady Su and-bekeve nttyort's, 
-tsdby.andivonever 110! O bos cysl 

| .2a0n29Mt eid Min "x nie! 
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LETTER xn. 
Lord W 00DLEY to Mr. . 


af Harefield Caſtle, July 179— 


By thy ſilence, my honeſt old friend, 
thou art offended ; yet I will not relin- 
quiſh the pleaſure I feel in communi- 
cating the progreſs of my adventures, 
I arrived at this ancient habitation late 


laſt night. Sir Charles received me 
with the warmth of unfeigned regard; 


Lady Seymour vnh the coldneſs of 
conſtrained” propriety, ' which I per- 
fectly underſtood : ſhe faid but little, 
yet millions of tender gratulations were 
viſible in every glance! ſhe is not 

| quite 


%-F WW %” he. BM 


as he SES JS AA 
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quite ſo handſome as when ] laſt ſaw 
her; there is a kind, mournful, ſoft, 
complying negligence in her mien 
and manner, that takes moch from 
the former brilliancy of her attrac- 
tions; beſides, ſhe does not pay at- 
tention enough to her huſband, to 
excite that jealouſy which feeds the 
flame of paſſion. If ſhe hates him, I 
ſhall no longer be her ſlave. Conqueſt 
is gratifying in proportion to the dan- 
gers we have to encounter; and half 
the pleaſure. we: feel in ſubduing the 
proud heart of a beautiful woman, de- 
riyes its ſource from the humiliation of 
our rivals. IL find many viſitors are 


expected here. in the courſe of a few 


3 1 arg therefore 195 time to 


77. 


out an age of, miſery. in — 8 
prolpect of a waman's kindneſs, . 
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Howard, I ſhall not forget to com- 
municate all my triumphs, for I feel, 


I know they will be innumerable ; 
therefore, \without delay, prepare the 
laurel for thy 


. © #.\ _ 4160 » FR FP * . 1 . 
Friend and pupil, 
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Harefield Foreft, July 119— 


I promtsED, my dear Madam, 
to write to you as ſoon as the pertur- 
bation of my mind ſhould ſubſide ; 
but, alas! were I to wait for that 
peaceful period, I fear my filence 
would be eternal ! 


I am almoſt reconciled to my hard 
fortune; the kindneſs of Mr. More- 
ton, who, for theſe laſt two years, has 
been a. father to me, demands my 
acknowledgements; I have now no 

treaſure 
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treaſure but your eſteem; no hope to 
cheriſh, but that of continuing to de- 
ſerve it. The retreat in which I find 
a ſhelter from an unfeeling world, will 
always be enlivened by the recollec- 
tion of your friendſhip; and if ever 
you ſhould condeſcend to viſit the 
poor cottage of an hopeleſs fugitive, 
you will find that the abode of poverty 


is the favourite ſeat of gratitude. 


I begin to feel myſelf at home; I 


have embelliſhed my rural ſhed with 
all the beauties of nature ; I have ar- 
ranged my muſic, my drawings, and 
my books. The fituation 1s delight- 
ful! and its retirement perfe&ly con- 
genial to the ſtate of my mind, which 
is not ſuſceptible of any pleaſure but 
that which reſults from the recollection 
of ſcenes, paſt, never lo return! I am 
reſigned to the all-wiſe decrees of that 

Being, 


PICTURE OF 'MODERN' TIMES. 47 


Being, from whom I muſt alone hope 
for comfort : we are but atoms in this 
vaſt maſs: of. wonders; we move as 
the Supreme directs, and whether 
(ſuſtained by his breath) we hover in 


the ſunſhine of delight, or in the ſhade 


of misfortune, we are ſtill the crea- 
tures of his power, and formed to 
obey him. 


Adicu, my dear Madam, whatever 
my fate may be, while I have _ 
ſhall remain, 11 02 


| F117 5; ID 
Gratefully your's, 


JL ST. LAWRENCE. 
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LETTER XIV. 


Lady SkyMOVR to Mrs. VERNON, 


Hargfeld Cafle, Jh 119— 


Tris i fairy land, and every 
haunt is certainly enchanted ! Fays 
ſylphs, gnomes and witches hold their 
revels in every alley of the foreſt ! 


The incognita is as beautiful as an 
angel, but as myſterious as fate, I 
have ſeen her, converſed with her, and 
know her name; but what ſhe is, or 
whence ſhe came, is ſtill a profound 
ſecret, She appears to have been 
well educated, is of ſoft and graceful 

manners, 
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manners, moſt extremely timid and 
reſerved, and has every outward means 
of embelliching her retreat with taſte 
and elegance: The has excited much 


curioſity at the Caſtle, and we are all 


highly intereſted reſpecting her ſtory. 
The cottage h habit: was hired by 
a Mr. Moreton, of a farmer, who 1s 
a tenaut obtꝭir Charles's: it was a mi- 
ſerable hut, but ſhe has rendered it a 

hwle dbyumb nV aui muſt ch hd 
eher p Meds realy: a charming wo- 
man, cohßiltring Ihe is fen rank: 
but I Haug n per fu tem ꝑtation 
to offer Lord Woodley 1s here! — 
a0 Wrodboguaboag our pony uv 
Tan- on en au,. 26 1d Jogos 
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LETTER XIV. 


L S£ymoun te Mrs, VERNON, 


Harefeld Caftle, Jul 179— 


This is fairy land, and every 
haunt is certainly enchanted ! Fays 
ſylphs, gnomes and witches hold their 
revels in every alley of the foreſt ! 


The incognita is as beautiful as an 
angel, but as myſterious as fate, I 
have ſeen her, converſed with her, and 
know her name; but what ſhe is, or 
whence ſhe came, is ſtill a profound 
ſecret. She appears to have been 
well educated, is of ſoft and graceful 

manners, 
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manners, moſt extremely timid and 
reſerved, and has every outward means 
of - embelliſhing, her retreat with taſte 
and elegance: me has excited much 


curioſity at the Caſtle, and we are all 


highly intereſted reſpecting her ſtory. 
The coteage ui n habits : was hired by 
a Mr. Moreton, of a farmer, who is 
atenaut obtir Charles's: it was a mi- 
ſerable hut, but ſhe has rendered it a 
hve dy & onimuft abies and 
mer p Gee realy: a-charaiing. wo- 
man jcohbiithng The is: ain rank}; 
but I Hay ge per ub genptation 
to offer—Lord Woodley is here !— 
ap vr—dboguaboagouripemcky “ 
Fan, » en evorliyn eng 1d egg. 
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m. 
br 
| ſo 
di 
JuIIA ST. LAWRENCE 70 Mrs. P. 
MoREToON. 25 
Harefield Foreſt, July 179— 
th 
W urn I thought I could bury le 
my ſorrows in this remote part of the m 
country, I was almoſt content with 0 
my exile; but, alas! my dear Ma- w 
dam, there 1s, I fear, no aſylum for fi 
the unfortunate on this ſide the grave. 

All my delicious hopes are va- tl 
niſhed; the Caſtle of Harefield, which tt 
I had been taught to believe was un- n 
inhabited, is the ſcene of ſplendor and 1 


feſtivity. Sir Charles and Lady Sey- 
mour, 
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mour are already arrived, and the 
brilliant circleof faſhion daily enlarges ; 
ſome of its rays have already pierced 
through the ſhade of my retirement, 
diſcovered my little cottage, and ex- 
poſed to the prying eye of curiolity its 
mournful inhabitant, 
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What ſhall I do? How ſhall I avoid 
the notice of ſtrangers ? My ſituation 
ſeems to excite much attention: does 
misfortune wear ſo alluring a garb ? 
or does pride delight in examining its 
wretchedneſs for the pleaſure of in- 
fulting what it cannot cure? 


Lady Seymour is amiable, . beau- 
tiful, and intereſting ; her huſband 
the moſt poliſhed and unaſſuming 
man (except one) that I ever met with, 
They are adored by the peaſantry, 

E 2 and 
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and their munificence merits the hap- 
pineſs they enjoy. I do not know 
why, but I lament their arrival: a 
ſtrange kind of preſſentiment afflicts 
me, and tells my heart that all its 
hopes of repoſe and forgetfulneſs are 


' vaniſhed. 


If it were not an impious idea, I 
ſhould wiſh that I had periſhed on the 
ſtormy ocean, from whence I was 
ſnatched by your worthy huſband. Is 
it not better to expire than to live the 
ſport of fortune, inſulted by the 
proud, and ſcorned by the exalted ? 
No; the mind 1s alone illuſtrious, 
and the ſentiments of innate truth 
ſuperior to the boaſt of anceſtry. To 
be born noble is the effect of chance; 
to live nobly, the perfection of reaſon ! 


2 Till 
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Till J have the pleaſure of writing 
again, believe me, 


Dear Madam, 
Faithfully your's, 


JoLta Sr. LAWRENCE. 


= 
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LETTER XVI. 
Lady SEYMOUR to Mrs. VERNON. 


Harefield Caſtle, July 179 


8 you are pining with impa- 
tience, yet too fond of the charms of 
diſſipation to leave London, while there 
is any thing in it, worth living for. 
Conſcious of your ſovereign power 
over Lord Woodley, you let him 
rove apparently unchained, though 
you hold his heart in perpetual thral- 
dom. 


But have a care ! he has ſeen Fulia 
St. Lawrence ! for that is the name of 
our rural goddeſs, She is a formi- 

dable 
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dable object; be wary, and (if your 
amour propre will let you ſuppoſe the 
poſſibility of a rival) remember, man 
is a frail being, and woman a be- 
witching one ! 


Now, my dear Emily, forget your 
ſex, and endeavour to hear with pati- 
ence the praiſes of this moſt enchant- 
ing fugitive: ſhe is, in the firſt place, 
unknown, conſequently of no rank in 
life; ſheis timid, conſequently under- 
bred ; ſhe is a widow, conſequently 
frail ; ſhe will not interfere with our 
ſplendors ; a mere planet, deſtined to 
move round the ſun of faſhion, receiv- 
ing, but not giving luſtre, 


My firſt knowledge that ſuch a being 
exiſted, I communicated to you in a 
former letter; the following day, or 
rather evening, I reſolved by ſome 

E 4 means 
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means or other, to ſee the fair miſ- 
treſs of the cottage ; and unknown to 
any one, foon after dinner, left the 
Caſtle for that purpoſe. I entered the 
garden unobſerved ; the door of the 
little parlour was open, and without 
ceremony I approached it. 


I had ſcarcely reached the threſ- 
hold, when I perceived a female in 
deep mourning, fitting -at a table 
drawing : ſhe roſe, in viſible confu- 
fion, and with a ſweet, but faultering 
voice, enquired my buſineſs ; I con- 
feſs that, (for the firſt time in my life,) 
I ſcarcely knew what to ſay: but re- 
collecting the aukwardneſs of my ſitua- 
tion, I told her that I did not know 


the cottage had a new tenant, though 


I admired the improvement of its out- 
ward appearance. She was unprepa- 
red for an anſwer, and kept her eyes 
fixed 


/ 
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fixed on the drawings before her. I 
advanced towards the table, com- 
mended her talents, and paſſed many 
common place encomiums upon the 
delicacy of her ſubjects, and the taſte 
of her deſigns : ſhe ſighed, and told 
me (he was happy to embrace any 
purſuit that might divert her mind, 
Here I obſerved a tear hanging upon 
her eye-laſh, which ſhe turned aſide 
to conceal, I was aſtoniſhed at her 
converſation, her graces, her exqui- 
ſite beauty, her talents, and her unaf- 
fected manner; yet I plainly perceived 
by her blu/þes that ſhe was a perſon of 
no conſequence, 


We converſed on various ſubjects: 

I longed to aſł her ten thouſand queſ- 
tions, but the dignified propriety of 
her every action checked the impulſe 
of curioſity; and as 1 had not been 
accuſtomed 
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accuſtomed to ſuch ſociety, I roſe to 
leave her: ſhe half ſmiled, and told 
me ſhe did not expect a viſitor, hav- 
ing never ſeen, ſince her arrival, any 
perſons except the ruſtics. I then be- 
gan to feel a little more courageous, 
and ventured to aſk her how long ſhe 
had been an inhabitant of the forelt ? 
„Only two months.” Have you 
never ſeen the Caſtle ?—*& Never, 
c Madam;” anſwered the lovely re- 
cluſe. © It was not inhabited on my 
&« arrival, and fince the family came 
ce to it, I have not had an opportu- 
© nity.” You will no longer then re- 
main a ſtranger, ſaid I, for I ſhall be 
delighted to cultivate ſo charming an 
acquaintance. I thought this was the 
only way to know all her hiſtory : ſhe 
raiſed her fine eyes towards heaven, 
Full of tears, and gently bowing her 
head, politely thanked me. We ſtrol- 

prey ed 


E 
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led together along the lane, when, 
perceiving Woodley and Sir Charles 
at a diſtance, ſhe curthed and left 
me. 


I ſhall call upon her again to- mor- 
row, for it is impoſſible to reſt until 
my curioſity is ſatisfied, You know 
ſhe may be ſome favourite, placed 
there by Sir Charles; ſhe looks too 
demure to be really what ſhe ſeems. 


Thus much for the preſent ; and af 
you have not inclination to come and 
learn the reſt, you are no woman. 


Impatient for your opinion, I re- 
main, 


Sincerely your friend, 


FRANCES SEYMOUR, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XVI. 


JuLia ST. Lawrence to Mrs. 
Mok EToN. 


Harefield Forefl, July 179— 


ALL my purpoſes are defeated ; in 
vain have I changed my name and my 
ſituation. I am in the midſt of gai- 
ety, and perpetually annoyed by the 
glare of ſurrounding objects. The 
Caſtle is full of faſhionable viſitors, 
who daily haunt my cottage, and per- 
plex me with unwiſhed- for attentions, 
Among the group there is a Lord 
Woodley, the moſt diſguſting and 
forward intruder I ever met with; the 

famili- 


bu 
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familiarity and boldneſs of his manner 
offends me, though it ſeems in no de- 
gree unpleaſing to Lady Seymour. 


Sir Charles is the perfect contraſt to 
this conceited nobleman ; he is amia- 


ble, unaſſuming, polite, and unaf- 
tected. 


I am 1nvited to dine at the Caſtle, 
but ſhall not accept the invitation. 


Adieu, my dear Madam, 


JuL1Aa ST. LAWRENCE, 


LETTER 
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/ 
SY 
-LETTER XVII. 


Ars. MorREToN 70 Julia ST. LAwW- 
RENCE. 


London, July 179— 


Your letters, my amiable friend, 
diſtreſs me beyond expreſſion ; not 
that I entirely agree with you in the 
idea, thar ſociety is prejudicial to hap- 
pineſs; but that I fear the group with 
which you are perplexed, will neither 
contribute to your pleaſure or im- 
provement. Lady Seymour has the 
reputation of being a gay unthinking 
character; a more ſevere pen might 


add, 
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add, vain and ridiculous ! She is 
wedded to the moſt deſerving of huſ- 
bands, whoſe houſe ſhe converts into a 
temple of diſſipation, and whoſe for- 
tune (ſplendid as it is) can ſcarcely 
ſupply the abſurd extravagancies of 
his unthinking wife. I am informed 
the plays deeper, and dreſſes more 
expenſively, than any woman in the 
circles of the haut tou. The perpe- 
tual ridicule with which ſhe ſpeaks of 
Sir Charles, is underſtood by his wor- 
thy friends as a kind of invitation to 
offer him the worſt of inſults; for be 
aſlured, when a wife is the firſt to 
laugh at her only natural protector, 
che deſigning part of mankind will 
ſeize the occaſion, and, if poſſible, 
render him truly contemptible. Of 
this claſs I may venture to pronounce 


the gay, artful, ſeducing Lord Wood- 
. 
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ley ; practiſed to diſſemble, and hi- 
therto ſucceſsful in the routine of gal- 
lantry, confiders uſes every pretty 
woman as fair game, and (firſt un- 
dermining her reputation by the 
outward forms of intrigue,) ſeldom 
fails to triumph over the unguarded 
confidence of his victim. Do not viſit 


at the Caſtle ; avoid their ſociety, and 


by the marked propriety and reſerve 
of your conduct, convince them that 


an elegant and enlightened mind can- 


not feel flattered by the attentions of 
the profligate, however adorned by 
rank, or glittering amidſt the luxuries 
of ſplendor. 


You are, yourſelf, a gem of ſuch 


ineſtimable value, that you require 
not the tinſel of a foil to give luſtre to 
your brilliancy! Had Lord Woodley 

| ſaid 
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faid as much, you might have deemed 
it flattery ; but you will now, I truſt, 
receive it as the genuine opinion of 
your friend, | 

| Axxa Moxegrtag, 


Vor. I. F > E-T- 
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LETTER XIX. 


Mrs. VERNON 7o Lady SEYMOUR, 


Stratford Place, Fuly 1yg— 


I SHALL fee you in a few days, but, 
remember, it is not Lord Woodley 
who ſeduces me to Harefield; I am 
really much indiſpoſed, owing to late 
hours, and lofles at play, and I think 
that the pure air of Devonſhire will 
prove beneficial to my ſpirits. Lady 
Allford means to viſit you for a week 
only, in her way to Roſe Hill. Do 
not be jealous, but ſhe is half in love 
with Sir Charles; and if ſhe were not 
at leaſt approaching to forty years 

ot 
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of age, I ſhould ſay, when well made 
1%, ſhe was a faſcinating object. 


Adieu! languiſhing for ſolitude, I 
remain, 


 Your's, 


AMELIA VERNON, 


F 2 LET. 
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LETTER XX. 


Lord WooDLEY to Mr. HOWARD. 


Harefeeld, July 179— 


SURELY, all the fiends have con- 
ſpired to torment me; they come in a 
phalanx, led on by that horrible 
witch, Emily Vernon! She arrived at 
the Caſtle laſt night; I never ſaw her 
look ſo abominably ugly ; what an 
ideot I was ever to admire this woman 
at all! Well, ſhe 1s here, and I am 
the moſt unlucky dog that ever had 
to encounter the viciſitudes of love! 
She is more inſolent than ever, aſſu- 
ming a right over all my looks and 

2 actions ; 
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ations ; and with an evident ima- 
gined ſecurity, treating every little at- 
tention 1 offer to Lady Seymour as the 
mere involuntary tribute of good 
breeding. I ſhould not die, or be 
much mortified, it ſhe wholly de- 
ſtroyed my hopes reſpecting my fair 
hoſteſs; but, Howard, now believe 
me, when I ſay I am ſeriouſly caught; 
in love, to perdition ! The object is 
I cannot tell whom ! born, I know 
not where! neither can I learn whe- 
ther married or fiagle, J hope ſhe is 
the former, for by that means I ſhall 
avoid one, and the very worft of all ca- 
lamities. This wonderful woods 
nymph, for ſhe 1s the celeſtial inhabi- 
tant of Harefield Foreſt, reſides in a 
cottage here, with only one old fe- 
male ſervant : ſhe is ſeldom ſeen be- 
yond its boundaries, and when obſcr- 
ved by ſtrangers, hides herſelf inſtanta- 

F 3 neouſly, 
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neouſly. I think ſhe is a widow by 
the dreſs ſhe wears; another widow ! ! 
Howard, I was certainly born to be 
the ſlave of theſe ſable tyrants. I do 
not much like to loſe Lady Seymour, 
but I am reſolved to amuſe myſelf 
while I am here with the adorable St. 
Lawrence! the angelic recluſe! She 
may retire from the buſy world, but 
if ſhe eſcapes the magic of my machi- 
nations, I will become an hermit for 
ever, Figure to your frozen mind, 
and then confeſs a ray of animation, a 
woman at the delicious age of one and 
twenty, tall, finely formed, with dark 
auburn hair, and blue teii-tale eyes, 
that beſpeak a ſoul of ſenſibility. 
Upon my conſcience ſhe would reform 
the moſt decided profligate, and bid 
the wildeſt rover wear the adamantine 
ſetters of ſ#5lime conflaucy ! ! ! | 


I now 
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I now give you time to wonder, 
and to wiſh me ſucceſs. 


WW o0DLEY. 


F4 I. E Te 
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LETTER XXI. 


Mr. HowAaRD to Lord WooDLEY. 


Bath, Auguft 179 — 


FLY from the ſcene of enchant- 
ment ; fly from the miſery of repen- 
«tance ! Is it poſſible that a mind over 
which I have watched with the conſci- 
entious eye of a guardian, and the 
tender ſolicitude of a father, can fo 
ſoon divelt itſelf of the earlier prepoſ- 
ſeſſions of laudable habits, and be- 
come the unbluſhing fave of ſhame- 
leſs depravity ! Recollect that the firſt 
ſtep in the paths of ciſhonour is not 
to be recalled, The ſafety you think 

you 
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you experience, while undiſcovered, 
will lead you on, to {till more flagrant 
violations of rectitude. To eſcape 
puniſhment for the firſt offence, feeds 
the vicious mind with the hope, that 
ſecurity will continue to ſcreen the 
heart from the contempt of the world; 
but is there noſecret monitor within, that 
whiſpers thoſe plain frulhs, which you 
ſay no mortal has courage to reveal ? Is 
there no dreadful moment of reflection 
that ſays you are but a MAR, leſs noble 
than your vaſlal, becauſe leſs virtuous ? 
Theſe leſſons of morality will, I fear, 
only excite a ſmile of contempt ; per- 
haps the novelty of them will pro- 
voke your reſentment. You have of- 
fered me the molt unpardonable in- 
ſult, oy ſuppoſing that I would be- 
come a confederate in crimes ; and 
though led on by an #/rftrions aſſoci- 

ate, 
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ate, render myſelf more deſpicable 
than the meanelt miſcreant, 


My Lord Woodley, I do not wiſh 


you ſucceſs; I entirely condemn you; 


yours are not the errors of nature : 
the early part of your life was dignified 
by honourable propenſities! I hoped, 
I thought you would have been an or- 
nament to the ſituation in which chance 
has placed you. You avail yourſelf 
of your perſonal bravery, and think 
you are not deſpiſed becauſe no man 
dares tell you that you are infamous. 
Believe me, my Lord, the reputation 
which exiſts only in the ſecurity of 
fear, will be only acknowledged by 
the baſe and obſequious: you may 
bribe your dependants to flatter your 
vices, and ſpread abroad the report of 
good qualities, to which you are a 

ſtranger ; 
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ſtranger ; but the man of honour and 
feeling will tear from your breaſt the 
artificial garb that conceals it, and ex- 
poſe your bare ſhrinking heart to the 
piercing eye of truth and juſtice. 
Theſe are not times, for rank to autho- 
riſe opprefſion ; reflection (no longer 
hood-winked by cuſtom) now decides 
the difference between man and man, 
by the comparative claims of mental 
worth ; the attributes of nature tri- 
umph over the adventitious gifts of 
fortune, and the tinſel trappings of he- 
reditary ſplendors (where they are tar- 
niſhed by diſhonour) ſerve as foils for 
the tranſparent gems of realfon and 


philoſophy. 


One word more, and I ſhall con- 
clade my letter, Is not Sir Charles 
Seymour your deareit friend? Are 

you 
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you not enjoying the ho} pitalities of his 
roof, and indebted to him for a thou- 
ſand offices of regard? And has not 
the wife he adores, the reputation of 
chaſtity? You know, you are engaged 
to marry Mrs. Vernon; you are un- 
dermining the repoſe of Lady Sey- 
mour, and at the ſame time forming 
an infernal plan to ſeduce a woman of 
virtue, whom you would inſtantly 
abandon. The philanthropiſt will 
ſhudder at your name, and poſterity 
hold you forth as a monſter of ini— 
quity. If you mean to preſerve the 
glory of your anceſtors, imitate their 
beſt boaſts, and do not deceive your- 
ſelf by ſuppoſing, that a coronet blazes 
with the ſame dazzling luſtre, on the 


brow of honour, and on the front of a 
domeſtic aſſaſſin. 


Quir 
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Quit the purſuit of diſgraceful plea- 
ſures ; be yourſelf again, and accept 
(upon thoſe terms only) the friend- 
ſhip of 


EpwarD HOWARD. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXII. 


Mrs. VERNON to Lady ALLroꝝp. 


Harefield Cafile, Auguſt 179 


On, for the vengeance of Medea, 


to puniſh the vileſt and very worſt of 
monſters, Woodley ! I ſcarcely need 
add another ſyllable to convince you 
that I am going to revea] a tale of 
baſeneſs; yet, I ſhall obtain no pity ! 
Ought I not to have known him, and 
to have concluded from the malicious 
ſtories he has told me of other women, 
that I ſhould in my turn be ſacrificed ? 
We liſten with greedy ears to a tale of 
flander, not ſuſpecting that we are the 

next 
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next moment the ſubjects of abuſe. 
Well, I declare, if women are fond 
of ſcandal, it is the men who make us 
ſo ; the avidity with which it is ſought 
after, and the induſtry with which it is 
propagated, leads us to believe that 
it is the only pleaſant ſource of con- 
verſation ; and while we find that it 
commands the multitude, can we be 


blamed for ufing it as the magnet of 
aitraction ? 


Your laſt letter congratulates me on 
my approaching marriage with this 
moſt deceitful of men ! let me now 
undeceive you ; he 1s here, buf not 
for ne! The inſipid Lady Seymour is 


now the idol of his adoration ! 


He is wonderfully changed; fo me- 
lancholy, fo penſive, and grown ſo 
frightful, that you would ſcarcely 

know 
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know him. I promiſed Lady Sey- 


mour that you would pay her a ſhort 


viſit this ſummer, Come, thou ſpirit of 
intrigue ! Come, and aſſiſt me at this 


important criſis, for I confeſs I feel 
myſelf unequal to the conflict. 


Sir Charles is a ſtupid, well-looking 
drone: ] mizht revenge my wrongs— 


if 1 thought ſhe loved him, I wouLD.. 


Adieu, 


AMELIA VERNON. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXIII. 
Lady ALLFORD 70 Mrs. VERNON, 


Ref Hill, Auguft 119— 


I aw not aſtoniſhed; I am de- 
lighted ? enchanted ! not at your dif- 
appointment, but at the delicious 
proſpe& of humbling the pride of 
Lady Seymour. Let Woodley purſue 
his plan, interrupt him not, I conjure 
you; you can trifle away your me- 
lancholy hours with Sir Charles, who 
is (in my opinion) an engaging mor- 
tal, 1 was prevented paſſing a day at 
Harefield; l remained ſo late in London, 


in order to retrieve my winter loſſes, 
Vor. I. 8 that 
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that Lord Allford could not ſtay 
an hour longer abſent from Roſe Hill ; 
it being his annual cuſtom to entertain 
the Hottentots, our tenants, on my 
birth day (if it is poſſible to think that 
ſuch a race of ſtupid brutes can be en- 
tertained with any thing.) You will 
not have the delight of commiſcrating 
my autumnal penance this year; I 
have invited a charming party, and, [ 
flatter myſelf, I am a tolerable judge 
of what is defirable. Appear recon- 
ciled to your fate ; do not diſturb the 
dream of bliſs that enchants Woad- 
ley, and from which he will awake 
ſufficiently mortified If the affair 
ſhould be diſcovered, perchance the 
worthy baronet will fly to thoſe hu- 
mane laws that ſo kindly unchain poor 
wives fromthe rocks of matrimonialde- 
{pair. You can, in the mean time, ar- 
range your {chemes, and may poſſibly 

become 
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become the ſecond, though more 
lovely, Lady Seymour, which will be 
quite as good a match as Woodley's, 
for their fortunes are equal. You 
know he was my cher ami, during 
Lord Allford's abſence laſt ſummer, 
and I was envied moſt deliciouſly by 
all the circles of ſpirit. After the fa- 
ugues of the intended ſcene of horrid 


boſpitality, I will write to you more. 
tully. 


Till then, 


Your's, 


CLARA ALLFORD, 


G 2 LE T- 
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LETTER XXIV. 


Mrs. VERNON fo Lady ALLFORD. 


Harefield, Auguft 119— 


I BREATHE again ! thanks to your 

fertile imagination, and moſt divine 

experience ! I will obey your orders, 

and you ſhall know the progreſs of my 

triumph. There is no bearing Lady 

Seymour till we have made her a rea- 
fonable being. 


Adieu, adieu, 


AMELIA VERNON. 


LETTER 


9 ban. „ Eh 


ER 
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LETTER XXV. 
Lord WoodLEY to Lord ALLFORD. 


Hareſſeld, Auguft 1 79— 


By a letter which Mrs. Vernon has 
received, we find you have changed 
your intention, and will not enliven 
Harefield this ſummer. Lady Sey- 
mour expected you, and Mrs. Vernon 
was impatient for the arrival of Lady 
Allford. I am chained to this ſoli- 
tary ſpeck in the creation, not with a 
flowery wreath of pleaſure, formed to 
enchant and to decay, but toiling to 
break the corroding fetters of a tor- 
menting hopeleſs paſſion. I would 

G 3 offer 
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offer the moſt honourable ſacrifice at 
the ſhrine of my divinity ; but ſhe is a 
widow, and I have a moſt decided an- 
tipathy-to -the idea of being ſecond in 
any thing. 


1 write to you becauſe I know you 
have felt the force of a tender paſſion. 
I know your laſt ſacrifice was the re- 
ſalt of intereſt, and merely an expe- 
dient to cement a ſhattered fortune. 
Lady Allford, whom ] rather.conſider 
as your mother than your wife, is not 
formed for ſuch a huſtand; but you 
are not much . troubled with her fo- 
ciety, and you deſerve ſome puniſh- 
ment for the folly of fo abſurd a mar- 
riage. 


Howard is at Bath, as great a cynic 
as ever. What a pity it is that under 
ſo 


* 
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ſo virtuous a tutor I did not acquire a 
little more morality ! 


Inform me if your health is im- 
proving, and do not let the recollec- 
tion of paſt ſcenes prey upon your 
mind, You have mourned long 
enough ; it 1s really time to reſume 
your natural vivacity. Take my 
word, when I aſſure you, that too 
much ſentiment draws che imputation 
of hypocriſy, and only furniſhes thoſe 
with a guard whom we mean to de- 
ceive. 


Follow my advice; pine no longer 


for the dead, but learn to live for the 


living. This is true philoſophy, and 


the invariable doctrine of, 


Your's, 


©" WooDLEY. 


G 4 LET. 
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LETTER XXVI. 


Jotza Sr. LAURENCE to Mrs. 
MorETow. 


Harefild, Augaft 179 


EvxRY day, every hour convinces 


me of the neceſſity for changing my 
abode. 


Yefterday I ventured out in the 
evening, for I had made myſelf a pri- 
ſoner the whole day; but I had not 
proceeded fifty yards from the cot- 
tage, when ſuddenly at the corner of 
the park I met Lord Woodley, 1 was 
flartled, I confeſs, but I endeavoured 

tO 
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to conceal my ſurprize ; for the moſt 
flattering compliment to a man of 
profeſſed gallantry, 1s that appearance 
of frar which tells him he is a danger- 
ous aſſailant. 


I returned to my little habitation; 
he accompanied. me, filent, melan- 
choly, reſpectful, and embarraſſed, 
If I did not know him to be the moſt 
practiced deceiver, I ſhould really 
think, his mind was deranged : he 


looked like one almoſt deprived of 


reaſon. When we arrived at the gar- 
den gate, he placed himſelf exactly in 
the path way, and taking my hand, 
with the moſt tender and ſubmiſſive 
tone, requeſted to be admuted (as he 
termed it) into “the temple of de- 
„light!“ Alas, my dear Madam, he 
little knew the heart of its afflicted 
inhabitant ! I declined his propoſal, 

and 
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and told him, I had letters to write 
Which would occupy all the evening. 
There was ſomething very ſingular in 
his manner! I think I had better leave 
Harefield; I am alarmed. with ſtrange 
forebodings, though I know I am ſafe, 
for I can rely on that monitor within 
my breaſt, which tells me I cannot a& 
imprudently. 


Farewell, my dear, my omy friend. 


JULIA Sr. LAURENCE. 


- LETTER 
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LETTER XXVII. 
Vs. VerNoN to Lady ALLFORD. 


 Harefield, Auguſt 179— 


ALL goes on delightfully; Lady 
Seymour advances rapidly towards the 
ſnare I have laid for her; ſhe loves 
Woodley, yes, I perceive it, and am 
tranſported ! I will teach her how 
dangerous it is to rival Emily Vernon! 
Sir Charles is not the cold infenſible 
mortal I once thought him; he is 
much improved in his manner; and, I 
begin to think, not entirely a diſagreea- 
ble creature. Your youthful caro 
Haſo, with whom melancholy eternally 
. relides, 
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reſides, muſt have found in him a for- 
midable rival, for really Sir Charles is 
one degree leſs tireſome than the ſenti- 
mental Lord Allford. How could 
you think of beſtowing ſo ſplendid a 
fortune on a man whom you knew to 
be pining for the image of a prior at- 
tachment; an attachment formed in 
the glowing moments of youth, and 
to a woman, in whom (if we may be- 
lieve him) all the virtues, and all the 
graces united! It is now too late to 
repent, you have bought a titled protec- 
tion, and you may eaſily purchaſe 
happineſs, for your rank places you 
above the low 1mpertinence of cenſure. 
FE paſs much of my time with a ruſtica- 
ted beauty, in the neighbourhood of 
the Foreft ; ſhe is rather amiable than 
otherwife, and a very convenient ac- 


quaintance, for 1 do not wiſh to in- 


rude on the delicious fees a tetes of 
Woodley, 


Ino 
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Woodley and Lady Seymour. Ought 
I not to be chronicled for patience ? 


Dear Lady Allford, 
Adieu, 


AMELIA VERNON, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXVIII. 


Tord WooDLEY io Mr. Howanp. 


Hareffeld, Auguft 17h 


* 

Your laſt abſurd letter merited 
ray reſentment ; yet, in pity to your 
age and infirmities, I pardon you : 
but what, in the name of chaſtity, has 
produced this ſublime change in your 
ſentiments? I always believed Ed- 
ward Howard was a libertine in prin- 
ciple, though a moraliſt' in practice, 
Sanctity is the cloak of diſſimulation, 
which, like the tranſparent veil of a 
veſtal, only ſhades the exterior, with- 
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out hiding entirely the bluſhes of the 
wretch it adorns. To ſuch a being, 
life muſt be a ſcene of eternal warfare 
between conſcience and inclination, 
and the errors of the heart perpetually 
puniſhed by the pangs of unavailing 
repentance; but thou haſt proſpects 
before thee far beyond the enjoyments 
of this world, which, from thy ad- 
vanced period of exiſtence, thou art 
right to cheriſh. Age and infirmity 
are wonderfully ſucceſsful in the plan 
of mental reform; and I am ſorry to 
lay, that the only merit attached to 
thy preſent ſublime forbearance is 
deſtroyed, by the ravages which time 
has made on thy power to tranſgreſs. 
It muſt be acknowledged, indeed, 
that there is ſome virtue in thus bear- 
ing the miſeries of life, and in ſub- 
mitting patiently to the Julk inflictions 

of 
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of heaven That you may continue 
to exemplify that ſaintlike reſignation, 
is the ardent prayer of 


WooDLEY. 


A „ 
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LETTER XXIX. 


Lady ALLFORD to Mrs. VERNON. 


Roſe Hill, Sept. 179— 


WHAT delightful intelligence did 
your laſt letter convey ! what a prof- 
pect of triumph for the enſuing vin · 


ter! 


The idea of humbling the vanity 
of Lady Seymour is really enchant- 
ing! Lou remember, my dear Ver- 
non, how ridiculouſly ſhe has always 
affected to vaunt thoſe virtues' ſhe cau- 
not poſſeſs: we know the world, and 
that after three: winters: of uninter- 

Vol. J. H rupted 
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rupted diſſipation, a woman may as 
well hope for immortal beauty as un- 
impeached reputation. Not but the 
poor thing, through the dread of fal- 
ling into her original inſignificance 
(for ſhe was only a parſon's daughter) 
may have contrived to eſcape the 
ſnares of ſeduction. Vet, when we 
conſider the envy her charms have ex- 
cited, and the eaſy believing temper 
of her delectable huſband, it is quite 
aſtoniſhing that ſhe has not occupied 
a. conſpicuous place in the equivocal 
pages of the. haut ton! Beauty is all 
powerful, and Woodley 1s, for the 
moment, the dupe. of her affumed 
ſimplicity ! Thoſe very learned ana- 
lyſers of the human heart are often 
the victims of their own reſearches. 
The philoſophy of love is like the ex- 
periments, of electricity; a ſlight trial 
amuſes and inſtructs, but a violent and 

unexpected 
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unexpected ſhock has frequently been 
known to deſtroy. 


I am convinced if you proceed with 
tolerable ſpirit, we ſhall have a buſy 
winter. But you do not write to me 
half often enough; you know my 
anxiety for the welfare of my fricnds, 
: and that your happineſs is dearer to 


p me than my own. Sir Charles will 
e alſo move in a new ſphere; and con- 
4 Kol of his repeated deviations from 
11 matrimonial rectitude, will not dare 
ll arraign the conduct of his wife. I 
\© ſhould delight in the taſk of aiding you 
4 in your delicious undertaking ; but 
1 the provoking obſtinacy of Lord All- 
en lord prevents me. We have been 
es. married two years, and I really do 
X- not remember ever to have ſeen him 
ial ſmile. How I deteſt him! His Ame- 
ad rican beauty ſtill haunts him, and the 


H 2 memory 
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memory of her ſaber virtues perhaps 
proves a contraſt to the vivacity of my 
mind; ' importe : we married for 
mutual convenience, and conſequently 
are mutually content. 


Adien, I am impatient to hear 
more of your Dian of the mountains, 
who ſhe 1s, whence ſhe came, what 
brought her to Harcheld. It is very 
ſtrange that ſhe ſhould be lodged ſo 
naur the Caſtle ! If ſhe is ſo very hand- 
ſome, do not let Sir Charles {ee her, 
unleſs you think he has ſeen her be- 
fore! If you endanger one link in our 
great chain of experiments, all will 
be loſt, Woodley muſt be puniſhed, 
Sir Charles enlightened, Lady Sey- 
mour humbled, and the lovely VER“ 
No avenged. 

Such are the wiſhes of 
CLARA ALLFORD. 


LETTER 


V 
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LETTER XXX. 


Mr, HowAaRrD 4 Lord WoonLEy. 


Bath, Sept. 199— 


] WAS once the friend of Lord 
Woodley ! I ſhall ever be the enemy 
of an unprincipled libertine ! 


EDwarD HowARD, 


© LET. 


102 THE WIDOW, OR A 


LETTER XXXI. 


Mrs. MorETON fo JULIA ST. 
LLAURENCE, 


London, Sept. 179 — 


Your letter, my deareſt Julia, 
pleaſes me exceedingly ; it breathes 
thoſe ſentiments of cautious propriety 
which will prove your beſt guide and 
fafeguard through a world of decep- 
tion. Lord Woodley is a dangerous 
character; ſhun him, julia, for 
there is contamination in every ſen- 
rence he utters. You are yet a ſtran- 
ger to the machinations, the decep- 

tions, 
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tions, the dangers of faſhionable life; 
born and educated in virtuous retire- 
ment, you will be aſtoniſhed to find 
the bowers of ſplendid enjoyment re- 
plete with thorns, poiſoned by the 
breath of flattery, and ever ready to 
atlail the boſom of incautious inno- 
cence, But, in your mind, my dear 
Julia, virtue ſeems not only inſtinc- 
tive, but omnipotent ; I need not in- 
ſtrut you how to follow, what nature 
has deitined to be your guide. 


Do not, my amiable friend, ſuffer 
yourſelf to be diſguſted with your new 
habitation; you pined for ſolitude, 
and the mournful tenor of your mind 
ſhrunk from the buſy mingling ſcenes of 
ſociety. Time will ſoften the miſeries 
of a wounded heart, and the calm 
ray of reaſon will diſſipate the clouds 
of ſorrow that ſurround you. Your 


H 4 little 
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little fortune Mr. Moreton has laid 


out to the beſt advantage, and he 
hopes it will groduce you a clear an- 
nuity of one hundred and fifty pounds. 
Be reconciled to your lot; at leaſt en- 
deavour to be ſo. Fate may reſtore 
to you the object you lament—he 
may yet live, and my lovely Julia 


may yet be happy. 


I ſhall leave London in a day or 
two. My dear Moreton's health re- 
quires the ſea air, and we intend to 
paſs the autumn months at Scarbo- 
rough. Dire& your anſwer to me 
there, and I conyure you to write very 
frequently to 


Your faithful friend, 


AnNa MoRETON. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXXII. 


Lord WoopLEy 10 Lord ALLFoRD. 


Hareficld, Septe 179 
& 

On! all ye ſpirits of divine inſpira- 
ration hover round me, while I pic- 
ture the graces, the deſtructive faſci- 
nating graces of my enchanting wi- 
dow ! myriads of Seymours ! hofts 
of Vernons ! vaniſh before her moſt 
ſuperlative attractions! She is not 
mortal; ſhe is celeſtial ! cherubs play 
about her ſmiles, and her blue eyes 
beam with the rays of immortality ! 


but her heart is formed of adamant ; 


| the lgow that veils in eternal night 
the 


8 
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the clay-ſcooped hut of the freezing 
Laplander, is not ſo white, ſo cold as 
her boſom, I would undertake a pil- 
grimage to pay homage at ſuch a 
ſhrine, if I thought I ſhould obtain 
only the benediction of a ſigh to com- 
miſerate my penance. I will poſſcſs 
her; I would marry her, if I knew 
her origin; but ſhall I tarniſh the he- 
raldry of my anceſtors by a plebeian 
line? No, no, that is too prepoſte- 
rous an idea; true, fhe may have 
virtues, genius, and accompliſhments, 
ſufficient to adorn a coronet with new 
gems, but they are ſuch Gothic ap- 
pendages to rank, that I ſhould expect 
to figure in the pages of romance, 
under the title of the © reformed liber- 
tine.” Cuſtom! cuſtom! thou bane 
to all the fineſt ſenſations of the foul, 
thou art ſuch an obſtinate, envious 
Jade, that the very- dawnings of vir- 
3 tue 
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tue are become diſguſting to thy view; 
thou art all ſupreme; thy abſurdities 
are ſanctioned by time, and thy laws 
eſtabliſhed by all- ruling faſflion. All- 
ford, thou art ſentimental, thou haſt 
what the world calls feeling; tell me 
how I am to undermine this net ſpe- 
cies of woman, for I never before had 
to encounter ſo formidable an enemy,— 
an enemy did I ſay? Yes, I know, I 
am convinced ſhe hates me. 


WooDLEY. 
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LETTER XXXIII. 


Fovrtra Sr. LAURENCE to Ms. 
MokErox. 


Haręſield Foreſi, Sept. 179— 


SiNcE I had the pleaſure of writing 
to you laſt, my dear Madam, I have 
experienced {ome {mall degree of un- 
expected conſolation in the ſociety of 
the amiable Mrs. Vernon, whoſe ele- 
gance of mind, and gentleneſs of man- 
ners, tend not a little to alleviate my 
melancholy. She is, at preſent, the 
gueſt of Lady Seymour, to whom ſhe 
is attached by the firmeſt bonds of 
friendſhip and eſteem : you would ad- 

mire 
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mire her exceſſively; ſuch candour ! 
fach ſweet ſimplicity of ſoul Þ yet ſo- 
refined by the poliſh of a finiſhed edu- 
cation! In her charming converſation 
find pleaſure and inſtruction: con- 
gratulate me on the acquiſition of ſuch 
a companion. Sir Charles Seymour 
frequently accompanies her to my cot- 
tage; he ſeems to adore her virtues, and 
to cheriſh with delight the idea of her 
growing attachment to me. He is the 
moſt worthy of men, the moſt deſerving 
of eſteem, and the moſt ſtriking con- 
traſt to the preſuming Lord Woodley. 
Lady Seymour favours me leſs than 
uſual with her company; I am not 
mortified by her neglect, but- rather 
pleaſed at her abſence. 


Mrs. Vernon returns to London 
next month; ſhe has kindly requeſted 
p I me 
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me to accompany her. Sir -Charles 
declares that Lady Seymour would be 
jealous of ſuch a preference; he is, 
indeed, truly amiable, and 1 ſome- 
times think he reſembles the object 


for whom my heart bleeds at every 


fibre, and muſt bleed till it freezes in 
the gloom of oblivion! The country 
is luxuriantly beautiful, my cottage 
windows are entirely ſhaded by the 
intermingling foliage, and the birds 
ſeem to throng round its thatch, 
chaunting heir wild ſongs, as if in 
pity to my ſorrows. Mrs. Vernon is 
an excellent muſician, ſhe ſings with 


ealte, and frequently accompanies my 


harp moſt, enchantingly. This morn- 
ing as we were engaged in a duett of 
Sacchini's; I obſerved Sir Charles ex- 
tremely agitated, a tear dropped from 
his eye which beſpoke ſome ſecret 
diſquietude : I bope he is not a cap- 

tive 
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tive to the enchantment of Mrs. Ver- 
non—for Lady Seymour's ſake, I hope 
he is not. 


Adieu, 
My dear Madam, 


JvTLIA Sr. LAURENCE. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXXIV. 


Lady SEx MoUR to Lady ALLFORD. 


Harefield, Sept. 179 


It is an age, my dear Lady Allford, 
ſince I pail my laſt eniitolary debt; 
but you, who are ſo rich in the beſt 
gifts of nature, and who poſſeſs ſuch 
an inexhauſtible ſtore of talents, may 
eaſily give me credit. Harefield 
feems this year to Joſe half its beauties 
(if woods, monatains, and rivulets 
can be termed beautiful) by your ab- 
ſence. Mrs. Vernon, who is l' ame 
de mon crur, in every ſenſe of the 
word, like myſelf, wears the willow 

for 
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for your loſs; and I believe, upon my 
honour, that I ſhall return to London 
a week ſooner than I intended, merely 
for the felicity of meeting you. Lord 
Woodley is ſtill with us; he is a moſt 
exhilarating companion; I fear the 
long-talked-of union between him and 
Mrs. Vernon never will take place— 
not that I believe the diſappointment 
will break her heart; ſhe has too much 
uſeful knowledge of the world, and 
is too univerſally admired to lament 
ſuch an event. Sir Charles is grown 
more ſolemn and ridiculous than ever; 
he is become quite the dull thing (I 


have at laſt taught myſelf to think) a 


huſband ſhould be; very polite, very 
indifferent, and very accommodating ! 
This is better, you will confeſs, than 
his former ſyſtem of contradiction, 
his very tireſome jealouſy, and his an- 

Yor, I. [ tedilu- 
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tediluvian opinions of the right to 
rule, and the duties of a wife. He 
daily improves in the ſociety of Lord 
Woodley, and next winter, I think, 
I ſhall not be aſhamed of him, in the 
firſt circles of refinement. I know 
he is too fond of me to make any ab- 
ſurd eclat, and too cold to ſacrifice 
me to a rival; therefore I have no- 
thing to fear, and every thing to re- 
joice at. I begin to like the ſolitudes 
of Harefield, and to think that the 
Vaucluſe of the mclancholy Petrarch was 
not quite ſo horrible a retreat as it has 
been paiared. I am reconciled to my 
baniſhment by the friendſhip, the wit, 
and eternal pleaſantry of Emily Ver- 
non, which ſerve as light, to con- 
traſt the ſhade of my domeſtic appen- 
dage. 


But 


But 
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But I will not enter upon this 
mournfu! theme, your heart is too ſuſ- 
ceptible of ſympathy. e 


Adieu, 
My dear Lady Allford, 
Believe me with 
perfect eſteem, 
Your's 


FRANCES SEYMQUR« 
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LETTER XXXV. 


Lord Wool E 1% Jolla Sr. Lau- 
RENCE. 


Harefield, Sept. 159 — 


Yovu fly me, you abhor me, moſt 
inhuman” of women! What crime 
have I commited to be thus deteſted ? 
If am eulpable, blame thoſe fatal at- 
tractions that would miſlead the philo- 
ſophy of a ſtoic, or warm the marble 
boſom of a ſtatue! Alas! we cannot 
oppoſe the will of heaven; I feel that 
I was born to adore you, and to paſs 
an age of idolatry before the temple of 

N that 
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that divinity, who mocks my {ufferings, 
and triumphs in my deſpair ! Allow 
me to ſee you, to tell you that reaſon 
and nature ſhudder at you cruelty : 
you are not capable of judging for 
yourſelf ; you behold all objects with 
the jaundiced eye of prejudice, and 
arm yourſelf againſt the virtuous part 
of mankind, becauſe (moſt likely) you 
have been the due of the defigning. 
Pardon me, Madam, but the myſte- 
rious ſingularity of your ſituation, and 
the obſcurity in which you ſuffer the 
faireſt flower of the creatjon to fade, 
will awaken curioſity, and authoriſe 
ſuſpicions injurious to your ame. Why 
thus avoid the open eye of obſervation, 
if you have nothing diſgraceful to con- 
ceal? Perhaps you lament in ſolitude 
a too eaſy credulity, and weep unſeen 
over the broken chains of ſome unfeeling 
Rover. Tell me if it is ſo; my heart 

13 ſhall 
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ſhall participate your misfortunes ; my 
attentions ſhall alleviate your regret ; 
and the remainder of my days be de- 
voted to On ſervice. 


Theſe are the pure offerings of a 
diſintereſted mind; unpractiſed in the 
arts of diſſimulation, and for the fr/ 
time enthralled by the faſcinations of 
beauty. 


Impatience, Madam, is the cha- 
racteriſtic of paſſion. 3 J con- 
jure you, ſee me —if only to upbraid 
me ſor my preſumption. 


1 


Wooprzx. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXXVI. 
F rom the ſame to the ſame. 


Harefield, Sept. 179— 


* 


Your ſilence is no augmentation 
of my ſufferings. The traveller wan- 
dering over the Arabian deſarts, 
ſcorched by the burning ſands, and 
thirſty with the fever of faugue, with- 
out one drop from the ſalubrious ſpring 
to moiſten his parched lip, views, with 
reſignation, the increaſing influence of 
the meridian fun, and hopes amidit 
its inſufferable blaze, to terminate his 
anguiſh ! 


I 4 Spare 
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Spare me not, if I deſerveto periſh ; 
yet let ſome juſtice ſanction your ſeve- 
rity, and forbear to ſeal my deſtiny 
until you have heard my extenuation. 
Whatever my indiſcretions may have 
been, againſt you, I never offended; 
for ſince 1 firſt beheld you, my mind 
has been incapable of error. None 
but the barbarous deſpot condemns 
the criminal unheard. Pervert not 
the will of the deity by whom you are 
rendered ſo lovely, by an a& of 
crueliy which would be unjuſtifiable 
and inhuman ! The chilling hours I 
paſs under the window of your cot- 
tage, when you are flumbering on 
your pillow, are the only ones that 
render lite ſupportable. The delight 
of contemplating your thatched roof, 
filvered by the pale luſtre of the wan- 
ing moon, is my only ſolace; I can 
ſcarcely bear the dawn, when the of- 
ficious 
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ficious birds begin their morning 
ſongs, leſt they, ſhould. diſturb thoſe. 
ſlumbers, when my good genius may, 
preſent to your imagination the being 
you deſtroy. A time for remorſe is 
not far diſtant; fear it, Madam, it 
may be elernal. 


VWooDLEY. 
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LETTER XXXVII. 


JuLIiA ST. LAUuRENCE to Mrs. 
MoRETON, 


Harefield Foręſt, Sept. 179— 


RrAD the incloſed letters, my dear, 
dear friend, and tell me if I was not 
born to be the victim of affliction. Lord 
Woodley, that molt monſtrous hypo- 
crite, isthedeſtined huſband of theamia- 
ble Mrs. Vernon; ſhe has told me fo in 
confidence; I dare not diſcover his 
duplicity, it might prove fatal to her 
ſenſibility. I have a great inclination 
to truſt the ſecret with Sir Charles; 
he is a-man of honour, and might 

adviſe 


PICTURE OF MODERN TIMES. 123 


adviſe me how to act. I wait for 
your opinion with the utmoſt anx- 
ety. 


Believe me your affectionate friend. 


Jour IA Sr. LAURENCE, 
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LETTER XXXVII. 
Mrs. VERNON 70 Lady Al.LToRB. 


Harefield, Sept. 179 


V \ OODLEY 1s ridiculouſly in love, 
and I am enraptured beyond expreſ- 
ſion! His melancholy gives me plea- 


ſure, and his pain is the ſource of my 


delight. Lady Seymour every day 
grows leſs and leſs attentive to Sir 
Charles, who devotes all his time to 
thy victorious Emily. My contempt 
of Woodley's apoſtacy wounds his va- 
nity, and at the ſame time feeds the 


ho es of the reſpectful Sir Charles. I 


dio not fear the beauty of the fair cot - 
1 Lager; 
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tager ; ſhe appears to be the very epi- 
tome of every thing prudiſh and pre- 
poſterous, I ſhall, however, take 
her with me to town ; ſhe will excite 
curioſity, and draw all the faſhionable 
world to one point of admiration : ſhe 
will alſo prove a delightful ſource of 
envy to Lady Seymour; that idea 
alone would authoriſe my plan, and re- 
pay me for the ennui of her ſociety. 


Until next poſt, farewell. 


\. AMELIA VERNON. 
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LETTER XXXIX. 


Lord Wool E to Lord ALLFORD. 


Harefield, Sept. 179— 


Ir you could behold the object of 
my adoration, you would not wonder 
at my tormenting you with her pane- 
gyric. She is the moſt perfect being 
I ever beheld 1 Mrs. Vernon is en— 
chanted in her ſociety, and I there- 
fore entertain ſome hopes that her ri- 
gour will abate, Such a monitress 
will aid my wiſhes, and by corrupt- 
ing the mind of my divinity, obtain 
me admiſſion into the ſanctuary where 
me prefides. 1 think; ehe, nous, if 
Ae Allford aſſiſted in the plan, it 
ATI. woul:l 
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would bear a ſtill more promiſing aſ- 
pect; for the molt powerful means of 
ſubduing the arrogance of purity, is 
to place before it the emblems of vice, 
adorned and ſanctioned by the rank of 
the poſſeſſor. : 
Forgive me, Allford, if I cannot 
adinire your choice; I commiſerate 
your ſituation with all my ſoul ! and 
if I were not already engaged in fo 
many. enterpriſes, thould think it an 
act of charity to furniſh you with: the 
means of efcaping from it - legally. 
You would, perhaps, reſent this ho- 
nelt with. to ſerve you, but that you 
would be aſhamed to become the 
knight-errant, of la belle e ton 
eponſe. Dude 
Adieu, 14 illi. 

cu er moi lau lo am 


1 „E Fr 
LETTER 
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LETTER XXXIX. 


Lord Woopl Ex 70 Lord ALLFORD. 


Harefield, Sept. 179 


Ir you could behold the object of 
my adoration, you would not wonder 
at my tormenting you with her pane- 
gyric. She is the moſt perfect being 
1 ever beheld 1 Mrs. Vernon is en- 
chanted in her ſociety, and I there- 
fore entertain ſome hopes that her ri- 
gour will abate. Such a monitret; 
will aid my wiſhes, and by corrupt- 
ing the mind of my divinity, obtain 
me admiſſion into tlie ſanctuary where 
ſhe prefides. think, /e nous, if 
Lady Alford aſſiſted in the plan, it 


ei would 
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would bear a {till more promiſing aſ- 
pect; tor the molt powerful means of 
ſubduing the arrogance of purity, is 
to place before it the emblems of vice, 
adorned and fanctioned by the rank of 
the poſſeſſor. þ 
Forgive me, Allford, if I cannot 
admire your choice; I commiſerate 
your fituation with all my foul ! and 
if 1 were not already engaged in fo 
many. enterpriſes, ſhould think it an 
act of charity to furniſh you with: the 
means of efcaping from it © legally, 
You would, perhaps, reſent this ho- 
nelt with. to ſerve you, but that you 
would be aſhamed to become the 
knight-errant of la belle e e ton 
epouſe. 
„Adieu, n comin! 
Croyez moi lalur, ton , * 


I; 4 þ „Weber. 
LETTER 
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LETTER XL. 


Lord ALLTOoRD to Lord WooDLEY. 


Rofchill, 1 I 79 


WI Y, my dear Lord, why tell 
me of misfortunes? Do I not know 
that J am miſerable? Vet I am bound 
by a principle of honour to treat Lady 
Allford _ with reſpect, though my 
heart ſhrinks from the 1dea of tender- 
neſs. 


You have often heard me ſpeak of my 
former marriage ; it was the reſult of 
the moſt diſintereſted attachment, and 


the remembrance of it in ſome mea- 
ſure 
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fure relieves my mind from the pangs 
of ſelf-reproach for my ſecond fatal 
union. Neither time, nor change of 
fortune can obliterate from my heart 
the image of her who is in heaven! 
I loſt her before the tranſports of poſ- 
ſeſſion gave reflection time to eſtimate 
her value; but ſhe lives like the phce- 
nix; amidſt the flame which conſumes 
the heart of her lamenting huſband. 
You once deſired me to unravel the 
myſtery of our marriage ; at the time 
yon made the requeſt, I was too 
deeply afflicted to gratify your wiſh ; 

but the remipeſt of extreme grief ſoon 
ſubſides, leaving the feeble agonized 
heart to ſtruggle againſt the pangs of 
recollection. It 1s then we trace back 
paſt ſcenes of happineſs, and by compa- 
ring them with the preſent vacuum, feel 
the full force of hopeleſs regret. Time 
may ſubdue the torrent of affliction, 
Vor. I. K but 
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but it ſtill leaves to the eye of memory 
the melancholy ſcene of the ravages it 
bas made. Having thus ventured to 
touch upon this painful ſubject, I will 
ſatisfy your curioſity. Know, then, 
my dear Woodley, I married the only 
daughter of a rich American, reſident 
in Philadelphia; her father's impla- 
cable enmity towards the Engliſh na- 
tion, precluded every hope of obtain- 

ing his conſent; neither dared I ſolicit 

that of my uncle, knowing that his am- 

bition led him to hope for what he cal- 

led an illuſtrious alliance. Thus un- 

fortunately circumſtanced, in order to 

avoid the poſſibility of a diſcovery, I 
paid my addrefles under the name of 
Sidney.; We, were married !—three 
days after our union the regiment was 
ordered to a diſtant part of che coun- 
try. I conjured her to be confident of 
my 
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my love, and {wore to her that no- | 
thing but death ſhould prevent my 
ſpeedy return. A ſhort time after my 
departure, a falſe report was circulated 
that the regiment in which I ſerved 
was ordered home: frantic and de- 
{pairing, my wife (after ſecuring fome 
little property which ſhe poſleffed, in- 
dependent of- her father) embarked 
for England; (this intelligence I ob- 
tained on my return, two months af- 
terwards, to Philadelphia.) Thus 
perplexed, thus anxious for her 
fafety, knowing ſhe had no connec- 
tions in Britain, I obtained leave to 
quit the army, took my pafſage in the 
firſt veſſel that failed, and after a 
ſhort voyage arrived in England. 
Now, my friend, hear the fatal com- 
pletion of my miſeries! SgE PpE- 
nisunp! The ſhip was wrecked in 

K 2 ſight 
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ſight of the Engliſh coaſt, and that 
angel, on whom my heart doated, 
was torn from me for ever ! I paſſed 
fix months 1n total ſecluſion from the 
world, when my uncle, upon his 
death bed, enjoined me to give my 
hand to Lady Allford. Almoſt indif- 
ferent reſpecting my fate, I conſented, 
and 1n a ſhort time after ſucceeded to 
his name and title, and became the 
victim of a ſecond marriage. 


45 


1 conjure you never again to men- 
tion this dreadful ſubject ; ſuffer me 
in filence to adore the idol I have 
loſt! nor (by tearing open the wounds 
of my lacerated boſom) reproach me 
for its weakneſs. 


Fare» 
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Farrwell, let me hea ram you 


foon's - 
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LETTER XLI. 


Mrs. VERNON ro Lady ALLYoRD. 


Harefield Cafile, Sept. 199— 


THERE is nothing in v8 fo did 
cult as to acquire the art of making 
time paſs tolerably in the country. 
The whole ſyſtem of living is de- 
ſtroyed, and all the hours reverſed by 
the hateful rules of decorum. Will 
you believe me, when I declare that 
I have. been in bed by twelve every 
night, and at breakfaſt every morning 
before nine, ever ſince I have been 
buried in Harefield Caltle! Don't 
you 


© 3 tw un _ wh 


, 
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you wonder that I am not dead ? Did 
not the infinity of ſchemes with which 
I keep this little brain of mine at work, 
amuſe me, I ſhould certainly be out 
of my ſenſes. | 


Yelterday we were entertained by 
the novelty of a rural wedding ; the 
bridegroom, a farmer's fon in the 
neighbourhood, and the bride, the 
gardener's daughter ; not ill-looking, 
I affure you, but moſt ridiculouſiy 
baſhful. We attended them to church 
to enjoy their confuſion. I' placed 
myſelf near the couple, and was not a 
little entertained with the whole cere- 
many : the old parſon hearing me. 
laugh, turning ſhort to give me a look 
of reprehenfiog, let fall his book, in 
endeayouring to recover which, off 
dropped, his Ipeftacles ; the bride- 
goom ſtooping to pick them up, 
8 . N 4 t tumbled. 
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tumbled headforemoſt over the rag- 
ing round the altar; the bride ſhriek- 
ed; the parſon fared ; and all be- 
came a ſcene of delightful confuſion. 
made a ſudden retreat, knowing that 
I ſhould not be able to refrain from 
laughing violently. But as {| was no 


willing to relinquiſh the. pleaſures of 


the day, I remained in the church-yard 
till the proceſſion announced, that the 
fatal nooſe was completely faſtened. 


The whole party dined at the Caſtle: 
I took..care_to make the bridegroomm 
drink a ſufficient quantity of wine. to 
render him boiſterouſly gay; while 


Woodley tormented the bride with che 


moſt romantic dee . 


; 
14 390 7 
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In the $yening we aNembled: o Abel. 
lawn. to dance, Where we found "= 
blind fiddlet and his ſon ſeraping wa 


moſt dahoriouſly. I inſiſted upon 
taking 


1 1 
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taking the hand of the bridegroom, 
and at the fa De time beſtowed that of 
the bride upon Wood!ee,” ho by 
whiſpering, ſighing, gazing, And flat 
tering, tortured the jealous farttier | 1 
molt delicioufly: The old pafſon was 1 9 
ſullen and ſilent, frequentiy tobking at 
me with evident abhorrence. 4 
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Supper wid eee ; there again 
I ſeized upon my partner, and ſeating _ 
myſelf next to him, taught the fimple : 
girl to be jealous i in ber turn. This 
was not all. Midnight a pproached, 
it was the darkeſt Jever bebe, the 
new married couple were to return 
home on horſeback, he to guide the 
old beaſt, and ſhe to take her ſeat on a 
pillion behind Him; They were obli- 
ged to, pelb through 4 part öf che Fo- 
reſt, where I had ordered one of 7 
ſervants tb place himſelf; wrapped in 
301481 a ſheet, 
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a ſheet, and with a dark lanchorn. 
Previous to their departure, ve, (that 
is to ſay, Woodley, Lady Seymour, 
myſelf, and two ſervants, for I knew 
Sir Charles would not a{li{t our ſcheme, ) 
ftole out, and waitcd for- their ar- 
rival. Ox they came, but no ſooner 
had they entered the dark part of the 
wood, than the old horſe perceiving 
the ſpectre, by a ſudden ſtart pitched 
his jolly maſter over his head; the 
bride ſcreamed and jumped off the 
pillion, and the horſe purſued his 
road as faſt as he could gallop. The 
poor bridegroom rele, covered with 
mud, and uttering ten thouſand exe- 
crations on his unlucky head. We 
remained concealed, and we heard the 


bride ſay, ** we had better return to the 


66 Caſtle.“ “ Return to the devil,“ 
ſaid her enraged, huſband, if this 1s 


„being married, I with your gay. 


4 Lord 


W. 
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„Lord had you, with all my foul.” — 
Nes,“ retorted the weeping bride, 
© | know why you fay fo, becauſe 
that London lady has put it in your 
© head.” — 4 Come along,” faid 
Hodge, “ have done a fooliſh thing, 
hut it is too late now to repent 3”? 
and off they went, he ſwearing and 
ſcolding, and e crying and la- 
menting, till they were quite out of 
hearing. 

This morning as ſoon as we had 
breakfafted, we all ſet out to viſit the 
new. married couple. The bridegroom 
had his forehead bound up with brown 
paper and vinegar, and the bride's 
eyes were ſwoln out of their ſockets 
with crying.“ How did you ger 
home ? was my firft queſtion. Both 
were ſilent “ How did you bruiſe 
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« your forehead ?” They looked ar 
each other in evident confuſion.— 
« Why, child,” ſaid Lady Seymour, 
you have been crying! I hope you 
are not jealous becauſe your huſ- 
* band made love to Mrs. Vernon !' 
She bluſhed, and frowned ſeverely on 
her broken-headed ſpouſe.—“ You 
* ought not to be angry,” continued 
Lady Seymour, © becauſe you know 
you had your revenge with Lord 
& Woodley.” The huſband, in his 
turn, looked as fierce as a lion. In 
ſhort, we departed, and left them as 
happy a couple as any in the three 
kingdoms. 


T know you will half die with en- 
vy, at this one inſtance, in which I 
have been amuſed ſince my reſidence 


herr ; therefore I embrace the earlieſt 
| moment 
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moment to deſcribe my. happineſs, 
being | 
Ever ſincerelx 
Vuoour friend, 


AMELIA. VERNOR. 
* 
Mt Fi j 
* 114 vr 3 j * 
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LETTER XIII. 


Jorra Sr. LAURENCE to Mrs. 
MokETON. 


Harefield Foreft, Sept. 179— 


Every hour, my dear friend, 
preſents new inſtances of that unfeel- 
ing conduct which I have ſo often 
heard diſgraces ſome of the higher 
orders of focicty. Does education, 
which ought to refine and harmonize 
the mind, inſpire it with a propenſity 
to torment thoſe, whom fortune only 
has rendered their inferiors? Or does 
the eavy excited by. ſuperior qualifica- 
tions, provoke that raricour which 

urges 
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urges depravity to perpetual inſult? 
am not ſufficiently travelled in the 
mazes of life to define their motives; 
but I have already found ample occa- 
ſion to obſerve, that oppreſſion gene- 
rally proceeds from the hardened and 
vicious, who ſelect only the amiable 
and defenceleſs as the objects of their 
perſecutions. 


I was led to theſe refle&ions by a 
melancholy circumſtance which oc- 
curred this morning, while I was fit- 
ting at my chamber window. 


A young woman, the wife of an 
honeſt farmer, to whom ſhe. was mar- 
ried only, three days fince, threw: her- 
ſelf into the canal which runs througli 
Hareſield park, and would certainly 
have periſhed, had not a labourer 
paſſing at the moment plunged into 

1 the 
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the water, and preſerved her life, ay ce q 
the riſk of his own. My cottage be- «x 
ing near the ſpot where this dreadful [ 
event took place, the, poor young - 
woman was conveyed into my little Fel 
parlour, where, in a few minutes, ſhe 2s 
difcovered ſigns of life, and is now * 


ſleeping in my chamber perfectly 
compoſed. The cauſe of ſo raſh a de- 
termination was jealouſy, proceeding 
from the conduct of Mrs. Vernon to- 
wards the huſband, on, and ſince 
their day of marriage, merely for the 
purpoſe of creating unèaſinèſs, and of 
eſtranging the fimple ruſtic from che 
object of Hus aflections? Tee are 
pleaſures Feannot compregelid, though 
Lady Seymour ſays,” ft was Wan- 
« derfully av to ſee e Aug of che 
ride, and the cn ct N che bride 
«« groin ;" the former ny t6 expire 
« with Jelvib, and th6larcer” flat- 
„ o2 ey . b rc 
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« tered beyond deſcription by the at» 


e tractions of ſo charming a woman.“ 
| ſhall know more of the ſtory in a day 
or two, when I will write to you, for 
the imperfect account I have already 
heard, is by much too ſhocking to 
hear a repetition, 


I was invited to the wedding, but 
indiſpoſition prevented my going. 
Barnard was there, and gave ſuch a 
picture of events, as I do not wiſh to 
imprint upon my memory. Poor 
Barnard! my faithful ſervant, who fol- 
lowed me through all my changes of 


fortune, who has been as affectionate 


as a mother, is moſt completely poi- 
foned with the faſhionable mania, and 
perpetually totments me with, her ad- 
miration of what ſhe ſces at che Caſtle; 


ſhe looks with diſdain upon every | 


thing around her, and begins to ſhew 
Vor. I. L evident 
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evident figns of diſcontent, with her 
bumble ſituation. She ſays Mrs, Ver- 
non has, taken a great fancy to ber, 
and would give her double the wages 
the receives from me, if ſhe would go 
with her to London, Thus am I re- 
duced to acknowledge an obligation 
for her preference, or obliged to 
part with an old faithful ſervant, the 
ealy friend I had in my ſolitary ſitua- 
tion ! Her manner is totally altered; 
ſhe 1s grown flippant and preſuming. 
Dear Ma'am,“ exclaimed the, while 
the was dreſſing me this morning, 
4 your's1s the wretchedeſt, miſerableſt, 
0 meaneſt tzrilig 271 ev er faw ! ! Why, 
9 my, Lady — one all. dccorated 
« with gold boxes, and, all covered 
*« ov er with otters and roſe. ; here (he 


103.3 


6c dreſſes thiee, or four times,, morning 
ce and” evening, and gives iner cloaths: 
t to her maid, than you wear every 


251 44 


Th 6e day! 
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« day ! Beſides, you ſhould leave off 
„ mourning; why, no body minds 
« loſing a huſband now-a-days, and 
& widows never wear weeds above 
three months. Depend upon it, 
6. while you hang out the 'black flag 
4 a8 4 'Gonal of diſtreſs, nobody bur 
© low peaple will think of coming 
«© near you, for people of conſequence 
6 don't like to be troubled with other 
e folks's afflictions.” — Indeed!“ 
faid I, (for I felt the force of her ha- 
rangue,) „ 7ideed, 1 believe you!“ 
Encouraged by this firailacity of opi- 
nion, ſhe continued her oration.— 
Why, you ought to have got ano- 
* ther huſband by this time! What: 
js the uſe of living in this poor little 
„hole of a cottage, and pining 
© yourſelf to death ? Why, it only 
© makes people Think you are ſome 
* beggarly runaway, who has no" 
L 2 © home 


— gg — — 
— — > a = wi 
n — 3 2 >. — 
5 
- CY 


—x— ̃ 2—Ä— ⁵⅛˙—— — — cu 


*. 
* 


— 
— 


143 THE wiDow, ox 4 


e home to go to. Vou can't think 
© how many queſtions they aſk me at 
ce the Caſtle. I'm ſure I quarrel about 
« you every day, and ſay, though you 
tc are poor, you area very virtuous lady; 
and then they all begin to laugh at 
«© me, and to call me a ſimpleton, for 
©© believing ſuch nonſenſe.” 


4% Barnard,” replied I, „ you are 
quite ridiculous in paying attention 
to ſuch companions ; they will only 
corrupt your mind, and render you 
c an object of contempt. ' Tam really 
e ſurpriſed to hear an old woman talk 
* ſo childifhly.”—* Op!“ retorted 
mne, evidently offended at the idea, 
1 am not fo very old, neither! and 
if I were, that's not of much conſe- 
« quence; for they tell me at the 
« Caſtle; that ia London old women 
are quite the faſhion, and that all 
40 . 
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© the young MISSES are dying. ain 
« envy. !”—Such are eat 
example. 1 31H05. 
Tam going to ſit with my invalid, 
and to reconcile her to her repentant 
huſband, who. really ſeems, to adore 
her; but vanity. oftener leads weak mor- 
tals from the paths of conſtancy, than 
any real paſſion for new objects. The 
force of {lattery is all powerful; and 
there are few men, indeed, Ay ho, Hane 
fortitude to reſiſt the adyapgys. of a 
Pretty womag. Jo this iweakneſs of 
wind e ihay attribute: the frequent 
inſtances of; domeſtic brails,g; 144 Ac 
inconſtant chtough cgpH , and, ways 
through. pi⁰uαν, until æęhentangçe on 
- both ſidesnecalls refleiog,, who; pre- 
ſents a faithful mirror, wherein, Faeh 
'beholdsirhawother. web abhortehgt: 
6 2613 bas adi 311 5p Ene ter 
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I never, ſhall forgive Mrs. Vernon 
for the danger to which her barbarous 
experiment expoſed my pretty gueſt; 
for my heart ſhudders at the idea, that 
one human being can experience de- 
light in ſporting with the miſeries of 
another, 


Lord Woodley is grown fo trouble- 
ſome and attentive, that I only wait 
for your conſent to tell Sir Charles of 
his conduct, and to ſnatch the bandean 
from the eyes of Mrs. Vernon; 
though, indeed, ſhe ſcarcely deſerves 
ſuch an act of kindneſs, 


I: frequently try the exerciſe of ri- 
ding on horſeback, and find iny health 
much improved by the espefiment. 
Lady Seymour lends me one of her 
horſes, and we have lately made ſome 
pleaſant excurſions-. Mis! Vernon 

| profeſſcs 
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profeſſes the warmeſt friendſhip for 
me, and I am ſometimes inclined to 
forget her faults in the contemplation 
of her accompliſhments. We are all 
ſubject to error, and the feeling conſi- 
derate mind readily embraces every 
occaſion, to commend, rather than 
depreciate. Let thoſe who cenſure 
examine their own hearts; let them 
before they condemn, prove them- 
ſelves immaculate. The frailty of 
our ſex depends on a thouſand circum- 
ſtances, nd ought to claim the ten- 
dereſt indulgence. A woman may 
be weak without being vicious; a va- 
riety of events may conſpire to under- 
mine the moſt powerful rectitude, 
and the feverity frequently exerciſed 
by relations in the education of youth, 
gives an habitual diſcontent which 
renders every ſcene:of life dall and in- 
pid. The mind: ſotinged with'pee- 
55. L 4 viſh 


- 
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viſh- tpgiffetence, ſhrinks from the und 
energies of virtue, and eaſily becomes and 
a prey ta the deſigning. There are mol] 
women who have no opportunities to wan 
wander from the paths of propriety; thin 
peculiar deficiency in perſonal attrac- tho: 
tons will oſten ſhield the weakeſt heart ſtan 
from the attacks of the ſeducer; others min 
are placed on ſuch an eminence of de- nity 
light, ſo ſurrounded by all the com- palt 
torts, the luxuries of life, I bleſſedeith pre 
the attentions of amiable kiadred er 
(while every wiſh is anucipated hy the con 
aftections of a worthy huſband) that lun 
to deviare from virtue would be un- of 
pardonable. But let the unprejudiced ald 
obſerver turn to that woman, who, cea 
perhaps, tenderly educated in the bo- ra! 


tom of affluence, with a mind exqui- 
ſitely ſenſible; driven upon the mercy 
of an unfeeling world ; Hyoung, beau- wa! 
—_ ſtrivken with: poverty, ſhrinking the 

A under 12 
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under oppreſſion, aſſailed by flattery, 


and allured by ſplendor; ſurely the 
moſt obdurate heart muſt ſigh for ſusb a 


wanderer, and confeſs, that if any 
thing can palliate indiſcretion, it is 
the combination of ſuch ci: cum- 
ſtances! But, alas l how few will exa- 


mine with candour, or judge with le- 


nity k How few will look back upon 
paſt provocation, in order to extenuate 
preſent. culpability! Fr my own part, 
} confeſs I never beheld the bluſh of 
contritioa, without feeling an invo- 
luntary impulſe to bathe it with a tear 
of pity! The happy: do not want tlie 
aids of compaſſion, and I truſt I ſhall 
ceaſe; to exiſt when I wichhold a ſigh 
tom the Ab to | 

pre baim a d217 220918 3 


Jou know, my. dahin 1 


was always a eee being; and. 
che ſulitude that ſurrounds me, ends 


e þ to 
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to cheriſh every mournful propenſity. the 
Guilt only flies from the ſtillneſs of my 
ſecluſion, where it dares not ſcrutinize fin 


its own heart; for my own choice, 


I love the labyrinth, the ſilent glade, 

For ſoft repoſe, and conſcious rapture made; 

The melancholy murmurs of the rill, 

The moaning zephyrs and the breezy hill,, 

The torrent roaring from the flinty ſleep, 

The morning gales that o'er the landſcape ſweep, 

The ſhade that duſky twilight meekly draus, 

O'er the calm interFal of nature's pauſe ; 

Till the chaſte Moon flow ſtealing o'er tha 
plain, 

Wraps the dark mountain in her Glv*ry train, 

Soothing with ſympathetic tears the breaſt 

That ſeeks for SOLITUDE, and ſighs for REST. 


You ſee, my dear Madam, I am 
fill an humble handmaid of the 
MUSES; they are my beſt compa- 
nions, for to them I owe many a 
Tranquil hour, which perverſe fortune 
cannot darken, or even the envy of 

2 the 
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the world; wreſt from me. Whatever 
my purſuits may be, u will never 
find a rival in the friendſhip of 

Your grateful ' 


Joi ST, LAURENCE, 
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Harefecld C. aftle, Sept. 179 


Iam e, my: dear Lady Alford, 
That { you watt ! laugh Fo, beyond the y rules 
of Chefterfickily when Eteb,you that the 
Filly girl whole weddigꝰvS produc- 
ue oſj ſu much anerinnent, | attempted 
weſtenddywoddrbmuueciertel The ex- 
permenyovas'mot}mersy r9}Cylous 
'hunahtcwwe off levmakjnght Fed- 
d dt y (jrabrfapbmadd praceeding 
Momo ice uetryluſitk bob lqut of a 
Iban Happ an fprithe world 


aaiwol of 


PICTURE or MODERN TIMES. 157 


of faſhion, that ſo prepoſterous and 
troubleſome a gueſt ſeldom haunts its 
regions; women of ſenſe are never 
plagued with ſo impertinent a viſitor ; 
we are, indeed, piqzed, ſometimes be- 
cauſe our amour propre is offended : 
but thank heaven, jealouſy is baniſhed 
to the wilds and mountains, where 
nature preſides in all her rude barba- 
rity, 


Apropos; now Lam thinking of bat- 
barity, pray let me recommend to you 
to leave Bord Allford at Roſe Hill, to 
amuſe himſelf wich his bovnds and 
Borns, and · co make your name popular 
wirb your tenants. If he will not be 
pleaſant, you muſt endeavourto male 
him uſefal'; he will ſerve well enough 
as a drag chain to preveut your fortune 
running don bill. Lou know he 
was tertibly: ſociable laſt winter, fol- 


lowing 
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lowing yon about like a tame fereech 


ore, and rendering you an object of 


univerſal commiſeration-. You can- 


not imagine how all your friends 
laughed at vou, and how much his 


pedantic conduct injured you in the 


opinion of ſenſible people. Leave 


him in the country, if you have any 


deſire not to be caricatured in all the 
print ſhops; he really annoyed every 


cye, and appeared like a perpetual 


light-houfe, warning unwary huſbands 
of the quickſands of matrimony ; ex- 


tinguifh him, if you with by your own 
brilliancy} to allure more captivating. 


objects; let him keep his ſober luſtre to 


illuminate the n of 


L 


2 aer „ L to 


„ omf es ba. Nov 14 


Will vel ——_ my flirta- 


tion, with!, Sir Cha; las / will, if you 
deſre iter ref gn lim, anthers ne get 


311 a into 
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into winter, quarters; he is, a very 
promiſing recruit; and will, when 
properly drilled, be a formidable 
leader of che pleaſurable phalanx. 


If you arrive in town before me, 
pray ſecure me a box at the opera, at 
any price, I ſhall ſtrike my name out 
of the liſt, of annual ſubſcribers to the 
lying-in hoſpital; . tis throwing mo- 
ney away, and encouraging folly. 


7 { + c 


1 lament; your abſence every hour; 
indeed, had ydu not promiſed to paſs 
a part of the ſummer here, al ſhould as 
ſogn haye:thoughtof making a viſit 
to the Grand Srignior as to the vad 
inhabitants of Harefield Caſtle ; you 
know I deeſt Lady Seymour, and 
that nothing but the ſociety of Sir 
Charles and I Woodley) could have 
detajned mehere a ſingle moment.” 
210! . We 
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We ſometimes make a rubber at whiſt; 
melancholy enough and I have the 
good fortune now and then to engage 
Sir Charles at a party at piquet; he 
plays intolerably ill, ſo that I have al- 
ways the advantage: this, only, con- 
ſoles me for the ?rifteſſe of the reſt of the 
day. Lady Seymour plays with too 
much caution, and has never forgiven 
me for the laſt five hundred I won of 


her at your houſe, betting upon the 


honours of Lord Woodley, I thought 
I had a very ſlender foundation to 
build my hopes upon, but fortune, 
which gave him al he has to boaſt, 
did not in that inſtance ' forfake 


Mrs, St. Laurence is not very un- 
pleaſant, when ſhe copdeſtends to un- 
bend from her conſequential pro- 
priety ! ! But even then, the utmoſt 

eftort 
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effort of "codverſation does not carry 
ber beyond the lem mightifitence of 
ſentimental anjmadverſion !? Upon 
my word, theſe plebeian Diana are 
the very bane of ſocicty ! Thank hea- 
ven, they ure generally confined to 
their favours woods! ITY 

\ The * morning we callied "ry 

on horſeback, and a very ſplendid 
cavalcade we exhibited; Lady Sey- 

.mour,, Woodley, Sir Charles, my- 

ſelf, and Mrs. St. Laurence, who is 

by no means a bad horſewoman: ſhe 

looked wonderfully handſome! her 
deep mourning heightened her beauty 
aſtonithingla. feeds are delight- 

fully becoming; I lamented the hour 

left them off, and hope that, one day 

or other, I. ſhall have the fe heit of 

; wearing then ageint wile 06129! 7 
a e * pare? Nec mom bet 
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. We paſſed a very tolerable morn- 
ing. The country is in its proudeſt 


ſplendor. The ſituation of Harefield 


enchantingly luxuriant! the hanging 
woods, natural caſcades, and exten- 
{ive proſpects, terminated by moun- 
tains half concealed in the clouds that 
float over them, perfectly ſublime ! 
The rides about the park are pleaſant 


beyond deſcription, for 1” aimable Sir 


Charles has had the roads repaired, 


and rendered almoſt level, leſt an un- 


lucky pebble ſhould, in one of thoſe 
health-inſpiring excurſions, diſcom- 
poſe the nervous ſyitem of his ado- 
* rable Francts !!” He did not, 
however, evince exactly the ſame ten- 
der anxiety for Mrs. St, Laurence; the 
Horſe ſhe rode ran away with her, juſt 
as we had aſcended a ſteep hill to the 
Downs, about five miles from Hare- 
feld. The animal flew with the ſyift- 

th nts e 

\ 
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neſs of lightning, and Sir, Charles 
after him; John Gilpin (in Comper's 
excellent and humorous poem) was 
nothing to our knight! But la belle 
dende was parfaitement adroite, and by 
turning ſhort, avoided a precipice 
within ten yards of her horſe's head; 
from which, had ſhe fallen, ſhe mult 
have been daſhed to atoms, and there- 
by put a mournful period to Sir 
Charles's exploits of chivalry, with 
her ova precious exiſtence. | 

\ 

- You would bave enjoyed his alarm; 
never did horror, difmay, deſpair, and 
ſolicitude, diſplay themſelves in ſuch 
powerful coloprs,! VV oodley 40 HE 
ridiculouſly affected to be ſmitten 
with the f pirit of &night errautry ; and 
1 really believe would have taken the 
lover's leap after the beautiſul Calypſo, 
bad ſhe been polite enough only to 

NI 2 have 
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have led the way! It was perfectly lu- 
dicrous to ſee their conſternation ! 
Lady Seymour and I rode on to con- 
ctal our laughter, which, I think, 
did not wholly eſcape the preux che- 
valier, Sir Charles, for he has been 


out of humour ever ſince. 
K . | 


Mrs. St. Laurence was the leaſt 
alarmed of the three; ſhe has that 
. placid ſtupidity about her, that renders 
her indifferent to all the taprices of 
fate, and I believe had rather be mi- 
ſerable than happy. She is one of 
thoſe languiſhing, ſentimental ladies 
that like to look intereſting, and to be 
perpetually involved in ſome romantic 
dilemma. Poor foul! if ſhe loves mi- 
ſery, ſhe has enough of it, for her 
mind ſeems overwhelmed with cala- 
mity, and 


*# Melancholy bs ber for it; own.” 
Wri rite 
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Write to me oſtener, and tell me 
all the news. From the ſcarcity of i in. 
tereſting events, I fear a general 
reform has taken place in the world 
of refinement. How do you contrive 
to exiſt in the country with Lord All- 
ford? Your domeſtic dialogues mulk 
4 be delicioufly entertaining! As for 

me, I have been ſo long buried alive, 
that I fear I ſhall be a mere ſhadow 

—? when 1 appear again in the here of 
animation. 


« Farewell, remember me,” 


AMELIA VERNON. 


My ET. 
91. ivy" ? 4 101 217 
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LETTER ALIV.. 


Mrs, MortTox fo JuriA ST. 
LAURENCE. 


Scarborough, Sept. 179-— 


Myr fears, my anxieties, were not 
the effect of a roo ſcrupulous precau- 
tion; the character of Lord Woodley 
juſtified my ſuſpicions, and my friend- 
ſbip for you authoriſed my advice. 


I told you, my lovely friend, in a 
former letter, that the ſociety of ſach 
people would be dangerous. © Do nat 
unge yourſelf into deeper calamities, 

| 8 
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by making Sir Charles acquainted with 
your apprehenſions. Such a prefer- 
ence would be too flattering ; and 
however worthy he may be, it would 
at leaſt convince him of your partia- 
lity. Remember, Julia, that a wo- 
man takes the firſt ſtep towards de- 
ltruction when ſhe places confidence 
in a man not entirely diſagreeable to 
her. Sir Charles is the huſband of 
Lady Seymour; you have no rig/! to 
make. him your. protector. What 
would be the conſequence of your ap- 
pealing to him? If he tamely ſuffered 
you to be in{ulted,. your mortification 
would be doubly poignant. . If he en- 
tered into a, quarrel, your reputation 
would be tarniſhed. The world is ſo- 
vicious, that it will ſcarcely allow the 
poſſibility of a generous, difiqtereſted 
action; and a pretty woman is lure to 
096 G0 TIS 52: be 
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be the victim of its malice, if ſhe diſ- 
plays more merit than her cotempo- 
raries: to be highly diſtinguiſhed 
for mental perfections, is, in the eye of 
ignorance to be guilty of the worſt of 
crimes; becauſe, they are attributes 
ſuperior to thoſe of birth, are not to be 
acquired by rapacity, or robbed of 
their intrinſic value by the fluctua- 
tions of fortune, 


With regard to Lord Woodley, 1 
ſhould not heſitate to undeceive Mrs. 
Vernon ; if I did not place his con- 
duct to the account of a momentary 
caprice, which it is your duty to check, 
and your right to puniſh. 


I return the letters; reſtore them to 
Lord Woodley, and if you value your 
ATT repoſe, 
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repoſe, command his future ſilence. 
This is the advice of 


Your moſt fincere 


nad Gd 


AxNA MonEToON. 
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LETTER XLV. 


Lord WooprLEy to Lord AL LT ORD. 


Harefield, Stpt. 179 


| I am, for the ft time in my life, 


completely defeated! and I. believe 
that I ſhall ſhortly become perfectly 


an object of ridicule ; perhaps of 


what is {till more deplorable, commi- 
ſeration. 


1 have written to the haughty, the 
angelic recluſe !' She diſdains to no- 
tice my letters! Heavens! am I re- 
duced to ſo deſpicable a ſtate of humi- 
Ration, that an obſcure, unfaſhioned 

girl 


0 
/ 
| 
1 
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girl dares inſult my miſery, and look 
down with contempt on the prefer- 
ence I offer her ! Do not laugh at me, 
Allford ; but, I am aſhamed to ac- 
Knowledge it, her diſdain augments 
my paſſion, urges me to deſpair, and, 
by piquing my pride, prompts me to 
violence. Allford, I have not been 
accuſtomed to contradiction, cannot 
bear it. 

1 might have ſmiled at the tyranny 
of one, initiated in the myſteries of de- 
ception. I might have mocked the 
inſults of Higb-bred beauty. I know. 
what women are, and that thoſe who 
pretend to moſt, have the leaſt right 
to rule. But TI muſt be a moniter, in- 
deed, when my maſk is diſcovered, 
and torn off by a ſimple unpractiſed 
girl! Ves, yes, Lam all deformity! 

19.017 111400 i: Certainly: 
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_ Certainly I haye no pretence to the 
power I aſſumed over the ſex, or 1 
have hitherto only ſeen ſuch of them 


as are not worth the pains of con- 
queſt. 


Never let a man, however vain, 
however favoured by nature or by for- 
rune, pride himſelf on the number of 
his conqueſts : let him feel, that to 
obtain the heart of one amiable wo- 
man, is more glorious than to awaken 
the capricious paſſions of a thouſand 
trifling coquets. Women, like gems, 
are only valuable in proportion as 
they ate rare; and ſhe who flaunts 
her beauties to captivate every eye, 
will find that only ideots will be daz- 
zled by their luſtre. The comet ex 
cites our wonder! the u we behold 
without emotion, becauſe the one is 
ſeldom ſeen, and the other perpe- 

I tually 
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tually before us. If our illuſtrious 
characters would obſerve what Shake- 
ſpear's Henry ſays, 


t Thus did IJ keep my perſon freſh and new; 
« My preſence like a robe pontificial, 
Ne er ſeen but wondered at!“ 


they would command the reſpect of 
thoſe, who now behold them with in- 
difference, 


But I am grown a moraliſt, and 
were it poſſible to obtain a ſhield 
that could repel the ſhafts of ridicule, 
I ſwear, yes, I ſwear, I would ſhake 
off the, gaudy; ſickening. chain of fa- 
ſhion,..and become that dull {erious 
thing a  by/band ! Oh, Gods! for 
ſuch a, woman as Julia, St. Laurence, 
the miſer would forſake his treaſure ! 
the monk renounce his yows ! the ſol- 

dier 
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dier his laurels! and the bigot his 
1dolatry'! © 

What have I to ſacrifice? The 
ſmiles of artificial beauty ; the wreath 
of conqueſt withered by the poſſeſſion 
of ſucceeding fools ; and the reputa- 
tion of gallantry, purchaſed at the ex- 
pence of honour, and the good opi- 
nion of the thinking part of man- 


kind. 


Howard ! my worthy friend ! the 
guardian of my youth ! how much 
have I injured him! Yes, my dear 
Lord, I have broken aſunder the pu- 
reſt bonds of friendſhip ; I have in- 
ſulted that reſpectable man, who was 
a father” to me, becaule he dared be 


heaeſt : 1 
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It is the peculiar miſery of high 
rank, to live in a perpetual routize of 
deceptive {cenes ; to receive opinions 
through the wretched medium of in- 
creſted reporters; to thrive, like a 
reptile, amidſt the lulling poppies and 
ſoul weeds of a barren ſoil; flattery, 
our daily poiſon, which only finds its 
antidote in the corroding agonies of a 
wounded conſcience. The Being ſo 
educated, accuſtomed to the ſmiles of 
his dependents, and taught to believe 
that he is incapable of error, ſhrinks 
from the voice of truth, and deems 
that man his enemy, who dares con- 
temn his vices, or even point out to 


him the diſſimulation of others. His 


own vanity will not ſuffer him to ac- 
knowledge ,that he has been duped, 
and his imagined ſuperiority leads him 
to believe, that the ſervile applauſe of 
venal flaves procceded from his juft 


Claims 
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claims to approbation. Such is the 
miſery of greatneſs ; we grow ſo fond 
of adulation, that even the adulation 
of knaves is more welcome than the 
fincerity of honeſt men. Thus we 
are kept in the very midnight of ex- 
iſtence, where reaſon 1s blinded by 
the glooms of deception, and all the 
pureſt effuſions of the mind chilled 
into apathy, 


Every day convinces me that Mrs. 
St, Laurence 1s a very extraordinary 
woman! I have ſcen the faireſt of the 
fex, and in all countries; ſhe is the 
very epitome of every thing bewitch- 
ing and dangerous: ſhe has the dig- 
nity of an Italian; the delicacy, and 
ſymmetry of a Circaſſian ; the glance 
touchante of a Turkiſh Sultana ; the 
animation of a Venetian; and the ſoft, 


the irreſiſtible /enfibility ſo peculiar 


to 
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to the females of Britain. V here ſhe 
was born, that I have never heard of 
her, or where ſhe has been concealed, 
never to have been een, is, to me, a 
matter of infinite aſtoniſhment! She 
is as ſuperior to Lady Seymour, as 
the broad ſun is to the twinkling of 
the glow-worm ! She ſhall ſmile upon 
me, or ſhe ſhall ſet in oblivion for 
ever! What a fool was I to bend my 
way to theſe bewitching regions! 1 
only meant to try if my ſtars would 
propitiate my ſuit with Lady Sey- 
mour, merely for want of better em- 
ployment, during the tedious months 
of ſummer. I knew that fuch an ad- 
venture would neither endanger ny 
liberty nor my repoſe. She is not 
he ſort of woman to infpire a ferious 
paſſion; if ſhe retains her empire for 
a ſeaſon; it is the molt ſhe has a riglit 
to expect; and, indeed, a much 

Vol. I. N greater 
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greater ſacrifice than I ever yet made 
to any one of her ſex. 


A few mornings fince I called upon 
Mrs. St. Laurence ; ſhe was denied to 
me, and by the confuſed manner of her 
ſervant, I perceived that I had inter- 
rupted her ſtudies rather too abruptly. 
I found in her little parlour a ſerutorre, 
open, with a chair placed exactly be- 
fore it, as if ſome perſon had been 
writing, and the following ſtanzas juſt 
finiſhed, for the ink was not yet dry, 
lay ſo temptingly in my way, that J 
could not reſiſt the opportunity of 
copying them. You will perceive 
that Julia is not happy; every line 
breathes the anguiſh of a breaſt ſtrug- 
gling with the remembrance of ſome 
hidden calamity. 
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Iwill not detain you, or withhold 
for a moment the gratification you 
will experience, in reading the effu- 
ſions of a mind which I have taught 
you to revere, and which will in- 
teteſt you ſtill more when you have 
peruted them. 


Fly ſwift, ye tardy,. mournful hours, 

And waft upon your ſombre wings, 
Each cloud of dreary woe that low'rs, 

Each pang that from affection ſprings! 
For though to oTHERS joy you bear, 

With Love's beſt wreath of flowrets gay; 
Though ALL around is rich and fair, 

"Tis ſtill to Mr, a WINTER'S day! 


Fly, SUMMER gales, nor vainly ſeck 

To cheer the breaſt where grief reſides, 
Nor ſtrive to tint that pallid cheek, 

Where ſorrow's tear cach {mile derides. 
Ere AUTUMN ſpreads its glowing bloom, 

Life fades on T1ME's deſtructive wing; 
Yet PiTy, pointing to the tomb, 

Bids Hor reveal eternal SPRING | 
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Then ceaſe, ah, ceaſe my throbbing BreasT? 
Io cheriſh Mem'Ry's penſive ſhade, 
Ceaſe to recall thoſe moments bleſt, 
Whoſe wi/ons only ſhone to fade ! 
Let APATHY, with freezing pow?r, 
Twine round thy fibres, ſoft repoſe, 
And give to every lingering hour, 
That REST which PASSION NEVER KNOWS. 


I do not pretend to affirm that Julia 
St. Laurence 1s the moſt beautifut 
woman I have ever ſeen; ſhe may have 
her equal, perhaps her ſuperior, in 
mere perſonal attraction. But ſhe has 
A MIND, Allford ! how few of her ſex 
can boaſt ſo rare a treaſure! I ſee 
women every day, exquiſitely hand- 
ſome, but they are ignorant, ſordid, 
depraved, vile! With ſuch ſyrens I 
I might paſs an hour of capricious 
dalliance; but with Mrs. St. Lau— 
rence I could exiſt for ever, in the 
ſweet intercourſe of confidence, friend- 
ſhip, and eſteem. - To HER I could 

open 
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open my heart with ſafety, and on 
her depend for the-balm of conſola- 
tion ; there is a ſplendor about her, 
that beams with the divinity ; ſhe 
ſeems to have all her ſex's charms, 
without oe of their failings! Then 
her taſte is ſo delicately blended, with 
the harmony of her ſoul ; ſhe is fo en: 
lightened] fo accompliſhed! ſo ſuperior 
herſelf, and fo unlike every other wo- 
man! I adore her haughty indiffer- 
ence ; I revere her exalted ſentiments. 
Oh, Allford ! had I been born to 
call fuch a creature mine, I ſhould 
not have envied the being who poſ- 
ſeſſes a diadem. All other women 
are horrible when e is preſent ; they 
are the mere puppets of faſhion : ſhe 
is the oracle of reaſon! whatever ſhe 
ſays, ſteals to the heart; whatever ſhe 
does, faſcinates the ſenſes ! There is a 
dignity in her look and manner, pecu- 
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liarly ſtriking ; there is meaning in 
her ſmiles, and her tears are the fears 


of ſenſibility. 


Sir Charles admires her, but I 
adore her | I am, indeed, perplexed 
in the extreme. Tell me what I ſhall 
do to deſerve her, or how I ſhall learn 


to forget her for to behold her with 
zndifference is impoſſible ! 


Adieu, | 
My dear Allford, 
Faithfully your's, 


WooDLEY. 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 


ERRATA. Vor. I. 
line 


14, for Liaſons, read Liaiſons, 
10, for piani, read piano. 
8, for indure, read endure 
7, for terreſtial, read terreftrial. 
13, for blazen, read blazon. 
1, omit and boldneſs. 
3, omit the word z/es, and add he before 
the word confiders. 
18, for analy/ers, read analyzers, 
4, for you, read your, 
15, for authoriſe, read authorize. 


Mort, by the fame Author, and fold by Hook- 
ham and Carpenter, Old Bond Street, and 
Evans, Paterno/ter Row, 


FIRST Volume of POEMS, octavo, 
with a Portrait after Reynolds, 


AINSI VA LE MONDE, a Pocm, 


quarto. 


MONODY to the Memory of 818 
JosnuA REYNOLDS, 


VANCENZ A, a Novel, in 2 vols. 
Fourth Edition. 


Second Volume of POEMS,. octavo. 


MODERN MANNERS, a Satire, in 


two Cantos, quarto. 


MONODY to the Memory of the 
QvEen of FRANCE, quarto-. 


The Fifth Edition of V ANCENZA will 
be ſhortly publiſhed, 


LITERARY ASSEMBLY, 


OLD BOND-STREET. 


UNDER THE PATRONAGE OF THEIR ROYAL HIGHNESSERS 
THE PRINCE OF WALES, 
DUKE OF YORK, 
DUKE OF CLARENCE, 
DUKE OF GLOUCESTER, | 
HIS HIGHNESS PRINCE WILLIAM FREDERIC, 
AND MANY OF THE 2 
PRINCIPAL NOBILITY AND GENTRY. 


HOOKHAM, 


; y y HOSE moſt ſtrenuous exertions have been 
uniformly and unremittedly directed to promote 


the intereſt of ſociety, by the encouragement: 
and diſſemination of Literature, has, at a very 


2 great 


(2) 
great expence, fitted up an elegant ſuite of _ 
ments for the eſtabliſhment of a 


LITERARY ASSEMBLY, 


Which he daily furniſhes with the various Publi- 
cations of this and every foreign country, on all 
ſubjects; and including all the Periodical and 
Diurnal Productions of repute to be met with on 
the continent, in Great Britain and Ireland, the 
Eaſt and Weſt Indies, as well as the Foreign Ga- 
zettes. 


His plan having received, independent of par- 
ticular patronage, tlic ſanction of the public ap- 
probation, and his very reſpectable Lift of Sub- 
ſcribers already convincing him that he was not 
too ſanguine when he prœjected it, he noq pre- 


Men of Letters and Travellers. It is tofAuch he 
looks for its ſupport, and from ſuc 
for that information which will tend to its per- 
fection. Whatever improvements they may, 


pleaſe to ſuggeſt ſhall be thankfully adopted. 


It 


a (3) 


: : is his higheſt ambition to render his Lü E- 
RARY ASSEMBLY a center of general communi- 
cation, where perſons of curioſity may find the 
beſt company, the beſt books, the beſt intelli- 
gence, with the beſt accommodations. He is 
conſident, that when the ſcale and aim of his 
plan are fully known, it will be found beneficial 
to the community at large, and extrea;ely conve- 
nient to all who have occaſion to conſult a li- 
brary, or who wiſh to know the occurrences of 
the day, as it is the moſt extenfive inſtitution of 
the kind ever attempted, and as he, though at 
an age when moſt men claim the privilege of re- 
treating from buſineſs, will not conſider it as 
complete till it furniſhes every poſhble aid to 
Literature, and is deemed as much an honour to 
is country as his * 


CIRCULATING LIBRARY, 


Now for thirty years eſtabliſhed, has been a be- 
nefit to it. The Subſcription to the LITERAR 
ASSEMBLY is Thrce Guineas for a Year, Taue 


Guineds 


6-3 


Guineas for Six Months, Oze Guinea and a * 
tor three Months. 


As it is his wiſh to have the company as ſelect 
as poſſible, none but Subſcribers can be admit- 
ted, nor any perſon as a ſubſcriber unleſs intro- 
duced by a member, or known by Mr, Hookham, 


The Rooms are opened at ten in the morning 
every day, and ſhut at the ſame hour in the 


CVEnImg. 


* No book, pamphlet, or newſpaper, can be 
allowed to be taken out of the room. 


